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Beginning a Sensational New Novel “Marriage Made Earth” by Velia Ercole 
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dont let that 
mislead you 


Underarm odor can occur 
without a trace of 
arning moisture 


RE you one of those who say, “I’m lucky. I 
don’t have to worry about pe rspiration in 
winter. [ never perspire in cold weather. 
Perhaps you don’t worry, but—you should! 
It’s true, most of us do not perspire noticeably 
in winter as we do in summer. But what a mistake 
it is to conclude that because we cannot see or feel 
any perspiration moisture, we do not need to 
worry! 
For whether we have any warning moisture or 
not, we still may be victims of perspiration— 
victims of its hateful odor under the arms. 


The underarm, you know, is always likely to be 
the lurking place of pe rspiration odor because air 
cannot e: asily reach it. But in winter heavier cloth- 
ing, closer fitting sleeves shut away the air still 
more. And indoor life, with too little exercise and 
too much nervous tension, often results in this dis- 
agreeable odor. 


It’s something your daily bath cannot control. 
All a bath can doi is to cleanse for the moment. 


Wise women have found one unfailing way to 
make pe rspiration odor impossible, and the y use it 
the year ‘round, winter as well as summer. ‘The 
daily Mum habit! 


There’s no problem about 
no time; no fuss and bother 


Takes just half a minute. 
using Mum. It takes 
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of waiting for it to dry. Smooth it on and you’re 
through! 

All-day protection. Start the day or evening with 
Mui and you'll come home with underarms as 
fresh as when you started. 

Harmless to clothing. Use Mum any time, even 
after you're dressed. For it does not injure fabrics. 
And how women love it for this! 

Soothing to skin. Mum is as safe and soothing to 
a sensitive skin as a healing hand cream. Use it 
right after shaving your underarms and see. 

Does not hinder perspiration. Remember, Mum 
doesn’t stop natural perspiration. It does just what 
you want it to do—takes the odor out of perspiration. 

Don’t be deceived because you are not troubled 
with pe rspir: ation moisture in winte r. Protect your- 
selfand your pretty winter frocks from the disaster 
of underarm perspiration odor. Use Mum! Bristol- 
\yers Company of Canada, Ltd., 1239 Bencit St., 
\lontreal, P.Q. 


Yee Tum for Thea, Toe, 


Mum is a woman’s best friend in another wav—for 
its protective deodorant service on sanitary napkins. 


MUM TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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How instinctively your ear instantly responds to sweet 
harmonies skilfully played! Just as quickly your taste tells you 
that in Libby’s “Gentle Press” Tomato Products, here is natural 
tomato flavour that is a genuine contribution to good eating. 
Libby’s patented “Gentle Press” method carefully, gently, 
extracts only the syn-saturated wholesomeness of luscious, 
red-ripe tomatoes... only the pure tingling juice in all its 
August glory. 


You'll find a grand adventure in good taste in the zestful 
flavour of Libby’s Tomato Products — “Gentle Pressed” for 
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ibby’ s Gentle Sess, Tomato Product: 


CATIiIVAITE THE TASTE 


real tomato flavour. Thousands of Canadian housewives 
consider their pantry shelves incomplete without a supply of 
Libby’s famed trio of “Gentle Pressed” Tomato Products. 


Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Catchup! — the favourite 
on thousands of Canadian tables—makes good food taste better. 


Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Juice! —the ’round-the-clock 
appetizer of people whose taste tells them what’s good. 


Libby's “Gentle Press” Tomato Soup!—here is tomato soup 
with fresh-from-the-garden flavour. 


SS! 
mG 










a i a) ath y yA 
4 ya 
n ee ‘ 
an La Rs | ~ , 
r 
uel 


Catchup 














1esy, McNeiw. & Lippy or Canapa, Lit 
Dept. C2, Chatham, Ont. 

Please send me without charge the new ¥ 
er oe ST on, haat» let “Safer Feeding for Your Baby.” 


wuld you not agree that Libby’s three / by 4 Neila Lit 
Gentile Presa’ Tomato Products are the best pee 
» Libby’s will pay you 






rocer’s hame, on the back of any one or all : EE 





oeee 
Rete eee eee eee eee ee eeeeees® 


CHATELAINE, FEBRUARY, 1937 






... a the Magee Louch of” 
Mothers fingers brings LE, 


THE 3-MINUTE 
VAPORUB MASSAGE 
Massage Vicks VapoRub briskly on the throat, 
chest, and back (between and below the 
shoulder blades). Then os it thick over 


the chest and cover with a warmed cloth. 










QUICKER RELIEF FROM THAT WRETCHED COLD 


Mother smiles. Now she, too, can sleep—and soundly. 

She knows how swiftly Vicks VapoRub begins to 
make her little patient fee/ better, how much it helps 
to end a cold more quickly. 

It takes so little time, she finds—it does so much— 
this 3-Minute VapoRub Massage! Almost before she 
gets the VapoRub well rubbed on, it starts to bring 
relief two ways at once—two direct ways: 

Relieves Colds These Two Ways 

1. Through the Skin. VapoRub acts direct through the 
skin like a poultice or plaster. 

2. Medicated Vapors. At the same time, its medicated 
vapors, released by body heat, are breathed in for hours 
—about 18 times a minute — direct 
to the irritated air-passages of the 
nose, throat, and chest. 

This combined poultice-and-vapor 
action loosens phlegm —relieves irri- 
tation—eases the cough—helps break 
congestion. (It is to strengthen and 
lengthen this double action during 
the night that VapoRub is spread 
thick on the chest.) 

As this two-way treatment eases 





distress, the youngster feels more comfortable, relaxes, 
usually drops off to restful sleep. And long after sleep 
comes, VapoRub keeps right on working. Often, by 
morning the worst of the cold is over. 


Avoids Risk of Stomach Upsets 
Two generations of mothers have chosen Vicks VapoRub 
as their favorite remedy for the frequent colds of child- 
hood. As every mother knows, constant ‘‘dosing”’ with 
internal medicine may upset digestion, interfere with 
appetite, and thus lower body resistance just when it is 
needed most to fight a cold. VapoRub can be used 
freely, as often as needed, even on the youngest child. 
For grown-ups, too. You never get too big to appre- 
ciate the comforting relief of a 
VapoRub Massage—and VapoRub’s 


long-continued action. 
g 


Now White—Stainless 


You will like VapoRub better than 
ever now. Thanks to a new process, 
it comes to you in white stainless form. 
Only the color is removed; it is the 
same VapoRub — the same formula 
and the same effective double action. 
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WINTER’S TALE 
Janitor’s Ears 

“In walking down the halls last winter,” 
says quick-eared Jim Shore, public school 
janitor of Kernersville, N. C., ‘‘I could tell 


| the classes nol on Vicks Plan by the way 


they sniffled and sneezed.” 

As he walked down those halls, Jim Shore 
was right between two rival groups. Both 
groups were taking part in the biggest colds- 
clinic of its kind ever held—testing Vicks 


| Plan for Better Control of Colds. 


Fewer Colds—And Shorter! 
This clinic began in 1932. The final test was 
concluded in the bitter winter of 1936. A 
total of 17,353 people took part in these 
clinical tests. 

Look at the remarkable results averaged 
by Vicks Plan followers (as compared with 
the groups who were vot on the Plan): 

They escaped one out of every four colds. 

The colds they did have were shorter by 
more than one-fourth. 

Just think what that meant in reducing 


| total sickness due to colds—a saving of 
| more than half (50.88%, to be exact)! 





Even greater was the saving in school 
absences due to colds (57.86%), a fact dem- 
onstrated in tests among 7,031 school 
children. 


Sheep from Goats 


This clinic consisted of a series of tests. In 
each test, those taking part were divided 


| into two groups, each equal, as nearly as 
| possible, as to number, age, sex, and living 


conditions. One group followed Vicks Plan. 
Those in the other group simply followed 


| their usual practices regarding colds. 


“Too Good to be True?’’ 


Results of the first two clinical tests had 


| seemed almost too good to be true. To verify 
| them, additional tests were made. These 


later tests were supervised by independent, 
practising physicians. Records were kept 
under their direction, then sent direct by 
them to a firm of nationally-known public 
accountants, who tabulated and certified the 
results. And—in these independently checked 
tests — results averaged better than ever! 


What Is Vicks Plan? 


Vicks Plan is a practical, easy-to-follow 
guide, designed especially to help mothers in 
dealing with the family’s colds. It represents 
the 30 years’ experience of Vick Chemists 
and Medical Consultants in dealing with the 


| problem of colds. 


Vicks Plan recognizes the importance of 
healthful living, to help Nature build and 
maintain body resistance to colds—and, at 
the same time, the Plan provides proper 


| medication for different types and stages of 


the common cold. 
What Can Vicks Plan 
Do for YOUR Family? 


Naturally, results vary among followers of 
the Plan. And what it can do for your family 
may be less—or more—than it averaged in 
the clinic. But doesn’t its fine record in these 
clinical tests make it well worth trying in 
your own home? 

You will find complete directions for fol- 
lowing the Plan with each bottle of Vicks 
Va-tro-nol, your handy aid in preventing 
many colds; and each jar of Vicks VapoRub, 
your family standby for relieving colds. 


Mail Coupon 
Today For Free 
Trial Packages 


Vicks, Dept. C-2 

Windsor, Ont. 
Please send me—free—trial packages of Vicks Va-tro-nol 
and Vicks VapoRub, together with complete details of 
Vicks Plan—the practical home guide to greater freedom 
from colds. 
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(Postoffice and Province) 


FOLLOW VICKS PLAN FOR BETTER CONTROL OF COLDS 


Full Details in Each Vicks Package 
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A MAGAZINE FOR CANADIAN WOMEN 


YOU'LL FIND a great deal of excitement in this issue. 
Events start out with a charming threat on the front 
cover. They include the completion of one extremely 
popular novel and the beginning of another. The 
announcement of the prize-winners in our famous 
Kitchen Contest idea is made. We present our first 
story on the new royal family. And adding to the 
general exhilaration is one of the funniest stories we 
have published—and one of the most unusual. And 
there’s a great deal more of very special interest as 
you'll discover. 

Worthy a special fanfare is the new Velia Ercole 
novel, ‘Marriage Made on Earth,”’ for here is a sincere 
and honest handling of an all-too-common situation— 
that of an eager youngster who marries impulsively, 
and then finds, too late, possibilities for rich happiness. 
Velia Ercole is known round the globe for her intimate 
knowledge of people. She has published her stories in 
practically every noted magazine and is a popular 
contributor to Chatelaine. 

The author of “The King’s Wife” went to school with 
Elizabeth Bowes-Lyon not so many years ago, so that 
she has a special interest in our charming Queen. More 
than that, Joan Woollcombe says she has written more 
features about the English royal family than any other 
journalist. She has made these glamorous figures her 
especial study, and has written before for Chatelaine. 
Her portrait of King George VI, his gracious little 
wife and enchanting daughters, is unusual and very 
vivid. Here are glimpses that make the royal family 
very real people. We know so little, comparatively 
about them, that Chatelaine plans to bring you more in 
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Manuscripts submitted to Chatelaine must 
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andling material submitted, but will not 
responsible for the loss of any manu- 
drawing or photograph. Contrib- 
hould retain copies of material sub- 
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and its c nts a not be reprinted with- 
out perm: n. Use of its articles, in whole 
or in part, for advertising purposes or in 

tock selling or promotion is never sanc- 
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Velia Ercole, author of "Marriage Made on 
Earth,” has many novels and short stories to her 
credit. She has often appeared in Chatelaine. 


the coming issues. Kathleen Bowker, for instance, the 
Canadian woman who is doing such interesting things 
in England and is so well known throughout the 
Dominion, has an unusual story scheduled for next 
month. Mrs. Bowker has met the Queen, three times. 
Each one of the episodes is of rare interest, and as those 
who know Mrs. Bowker will agree—this Canadian 
journalist has a vivid way of describing what she has 
seen. Remember her cabled story of the wedding of the 
Duke and Duchess of Kent? 


THERE WERE days and weeks of unending work and 
debate over the hundreds of well-planned kitchens that 
came to Chatelaine Institute in response to our Kitchen 
Idea Contest. On page twenty-two the prize kitchen 
by Mrs. Hendry, of Bala, Ont., is described. Would you 
have believed it possible to work such a magical change 
with so reasonable an outlay? More kitchen ideas that 
will give you many suggestions for your own busy 
centre will be featured from time to time. The judges 
were so enthusiastic about some of them, that Chatelaine 
is going to share them with you all. 

Want to laugh? Then step out with Cecily Ann in 
“Tummy Ache,” the hilarious adventures of two little 
girls. Agnes Christine Johnston is a new Chatelaine 
writer. Like her? Then tell us so—and we'll bring her 
to you again. Editors love to have comments on the 
fiction they publish. Otherwise how difficult it is to 
know if we’re on the right track or not! In the past, I 
have found light-hearted stories of children are always 
popular. 

There’s plenty to remember in “A Two-Letter Word 
Meaning No,” by Gertrude Hitz—another new 
Chatelaine writer. I like Elsa’s eulogy on the power of 
the word, “No.” 

She says, “It’s next to the shortest word in the 
English language, very simple to pronounce, and you'd 
be surprised how beautifully it works. Particularly for 


women. All girl children should be taught to memorize 
it from babyhood. Of all the words ever invented to 
make men jump through hoops, plain simple little 
‘No’ takes the prize.” 

Some of you are going to be utterly bewildered by 
“Escape from Bondage,”” the haunting and exquisite 
fantasy by Margaret Lee Runbeck. The rest of you 
are going to revel in its freshness, its imagery. Mrs. 
Runbeck has captured the delicate nuances of the 
subconscious mind in an unforgettable story. I'd like 
to get your reaction to this one especially. 

One of the distinguished names in Canada’s educa- 
tional field is that of Dr. Donalda Dickie, of Edmon- 
ton. She’s a most charming woman, too. And probably 
one of the best-loved teachers in the Dominion. She has 
specialized in working with little children—and you'll 
glimpse her understanding of them in her article, 
“Teach Them Success.”” There’s a page for every man 
and woman to read and remember. 


HAVE YOU noticed that people are getting more and 
more interested in parties that mean games? For one 
thing there’s a Dickens-like hilarity and joviality to a 
group of people rollicking through some bit of nonsense. 
And for another you can be absolutely sure that every- 
one present is having a good time. The Institute this 
month brings some excellent suggestions for the party- 
minded. Here’s an article to keep for reference in the 
gay winter evenings that lie ahead. People do get tired 
of “just talking.” And unless you’re all of an average 





Margaret Lee Runbeck, another popular Chate- 

laine writer, has an unusual experiment in short 

story writing in this issue in her "Escape from 
Bondage.” 


ability —it’s pretty hard on the good players, when you 
ask a motley crowd in for bridge. F 
Next month brings a melodrama of the south seas in 
‘The Missionary’s Wife.” It should make perfect movie 
material—and it’s worth watching for. Louis Arthur 
Cunningham, of Saint John, N.B., one of Canada’s best- 
known writers, will bring a charming story of French- 
Canadian life—-his particular forte. Mr. Cunningham 
writes all his novels and stories in laborious longhand. 
His wife types them all for him. I think she must have 
enjoyed especially typing this particular story. 
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DR. ALLAN ROY DAFOE SAYS: “At the time of the birth 
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of the Dionne Quintuplets, and for some time afterward, they were bathed in Olive Oil... 


When the time arrived for soap and water baths, we selected Palmolive Soap exclusively for daily use in bathing these world-famous babies.” 


All reproductions copyrighted 1937, NEA Service, Inc. 


Guarded so caretully...the Dionne Quins 


use only PALMOLIVE 
the soup made wrth Olive OS 


IVE little sleepy-heads . . . rosy-cheeked, 
r sweet and clean... fresh from their 
bath with gentle Palmolive Soap! 

And if you could see the smooth, satiny skin 
of those lovely Dionne Quins . . . then you 
would realize how wise Dr. Dafoe was when he 
decided that Palmolive Soap, made with Olive 
Oil, should be used exclusively for bathing them. 


WHY PALMOLIVE WAS CHOSEN! 
Because the Quins were born prematurely, they 
have always had unusually sensitive skin. That 
is why, for sometime after their birth, they 
were bathed only with Olive Oil. Dr. Dafoe 
knew that there is nothing so soothing for 
delicate skin as gentle Olive Oil. 

Then, when the time came for soap and water 
baths, how important it was to choose a soap 


TO KEEP YOUR OWN COMPLEXION ALWAYS LOVELY, USE THIS BEAUTY 


made from the gentlest, most soothing ingre- 
dients! And that is why Dr. Dafoe chose 
Palmolive, made with Olive Oil, to be used 
exclusively for bathing the Quins’ tender skin! 


WHAT A LESSON FOR EVERY WOMAN! 


So why should you risk bathing your precious 
baby, or any of your children, with any soap 
less gentle, less soothing than the one chosen 
for the little Dionnes? 


And you too, Lovely Lady... you who want 
to keep your complexion soft, smooth, allur- 
ing! Why not give your skin the matchless 
beauty care that only Palmolive’s secret blend 
of Olive and Palm Oils can give? 


Why not use safe, gentle, pure Palmolive 
Soap for your own face and bath! 


SOAP CHOSEN FOR 





THE QUINS 
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E MOST valuable single asset with which a child 
can enter the great world is confidence. Many of 
your own unhappinesses and most of your failures 
have resulted from the lack of it; try to give it to 

your child. 

From the hour in which he steps into the schoolroom his 
success and happiness will depend very largely upon his 
ability to stand upon his own feet. Before that hour arrives, 
therefore, he should have experience in doing this success- 
fully. He'should have met difficulties and overcome them, 
grasped problems and solved them. The wise parent will so 
guide his child’s pre-school life that he will leave the home 
for the school with a long series of successful achievements 
behind him. He has been suc:essful in the past; he expects 
to succeed in the future; he has the habit of success. 

In order to secure this much-to-be-desired result the 
parent must continually be finding for the child new worlds 
to conquer. During the last pre-school year particularly, he 
should think out a series of little problems for his child, 
presenting a new one as soon as the last one has been 
solved. He should put the problem in the child’s way, 
interest himself in the solution, advise, help, encourage, but 


never work out the problem. 
You will find few pleasures in life greater than watching 
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your boy, or your girl, develop initiative in grasping a prob- 
lem, ingenuity in attack, and persistence in effort. | 
watched, recently, a group of children in their first month 
at school seven times set up an airplane hangar which they 
were building. Their sighs of satisfaction and pride were 
light indeed compared with those of their teacher and myself 
on the proud day when it finally “stood up.” Praise for 
successful achievement should be warm, but not over- 
warm. Enter into your child’s triumph, but do not harp 
upon it and never flaunt it before other people in the child’s 
presence. Success is not something to be amazed at; it is 
something to be taken for granted. 

The problems with which the child wrestles, developing 
his moral muscles, should for the most part involve things 
which it is practically useful for him to know; things which 
will be of use to him when he enters school. They should 
be problems the solution of which will develop abilities 
and knowledge which will place him in a position of mastery 
over the school environment. 


TEACHING THE child his letters, or the sounds of the 
letters; teaching him to read, or to add, are not, however, 
among the thing which the parent should attempt. Even 
parents who have been teachers ought not to do this. 
Teaching has been, during the past half century, as much 
as other arts and sciences, the subject of research. The 
reading process has been studied intensively and the 
methods used in the up-to-date school are very different 


CHATELAINE, FEBRUARY, 1937 


them. 


by Dr. Donalda J. Dickie 


from those practiced when parents were pupils. Teaching 
him old-fashioned methods in reading, in writing, and in 
arithmetic will seriously handicap your child; do not do it 
Instead, devote all the time and thought you can spare to 
the infinitely valuable training which only you can give 
him. Begin now, keep it up faithfully till next September, 
and your child will, all his life long, have additional cause 
to bless you. 

The first thing that happens each day, in the up-to-date 
schoolroom is ‘Morning Inspection.” The teachers walk 
up and down the rows inspecting faces, teeth, hair, hands, 
fingernails, and handkerchiefs. It is a source of pride to a 
child to be commended in these matters, to win the ribbon. 
to be health captain for the day. It is humiliating to him to 
be sent to the washroom to remedy defects. 

Prepare your child for mastery of this situation. Train 
him to go to bed at seven o'clock in the evening and to rise 
at seven in the morning. Teach him to wash his own face 
and hands (all schoolchildren should be bathed before going 
to bed); to wash his mouth, to gargle, and to brush his own 
teeth. Give him lessons in cleaning his teeth, in combing 
his hair, and in cleaning his own fingernails, and have him 
practice these rites till he can perform them properly. 

Next, teach him to dress himself completely; his clothes 
should be so constructed that he can do this. He should 
know when all his clothes are present, be able to tell the 
back from the front of each article, and to recognize the 
right and left shoe and glove. {Continued on page 83} 
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A 
New Novel 
by VELIA ERCOLE 


> WSHERE had been rain during the night and a day of 
unclouded sun followed; midsummer, rain and sun 
distilling perfume from the grasses and the flowers. 
Now it was evening and a little wind had sprung up 
to scatter the day’s yield of fragrance and Beverly felt her 
happiness to be more exquisite in this minute of realizing it 
against the scented background, felt it sharpened and 
isolated in the beauty of the garden and the green sweep 
of hills which she saw as she leaned from the window. 
But her mother, sitting far back in the room, said in her 
cold, remote voice: 
“T asked you to draw the curtains, Beverly.” 
Then the girl, reluctantly, drew the faded, heavy hang- 
ings together and in the half-darkness only the pale, 
her slim figure was visible. For an 


delicate outline of 
her feeling was too 


instant she stood undecidedly, but 


ample to contain. It spilled over in pity and love for the 
silent, dark figure, sitting erect in the corner of the room 
and hesitant a little nervous, she moved toward her 
mother’s chair. 

“Mother 

‘What is it?” 

The girl laughed tremulously. 

“It—it’s something very important, mother.”’ 

A new quality seemed to enter into the stillness of 
Charlotte Raine, something almost palpable which became 
hard, like granite. 

“Is anything important?” she said. 

“Yes, lots of things,”’ Beverly said quickly, “if you’d let 
them be.” In the new, bright armor of her happiness she 
felt able for onslaught as she never had been before and in a 
hot little rush of courage she went on: 
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Tod was glad for the silence. 
lt gave him time to decide how 
he would break it to her. 














Marriage made on Soret 


“But the only thing you'll let be important is what father 
did. And because of that you’ve missed everything, all 
these years and made me miss things, too. Mother 3 

Cold, unmoved, Mrs. Raine’s voice seemed to come from 
some remote distance: 

“Beverly, if you want to make a scene I'll have to ask 
you to choose some other time for it. My head is bad this 
evening.” 

“Mother 

But the yellowish-pale blur of her mother’s face was 
ys like a door shutting and after a 


slowly turned sid 
ittle gesture Beverly turned, too, and 


frenzied, impoten 
left the room 
wondering if she shou 
to be told. She couk 
coldly: 





c 
ld go back. The thing would have 
1 go back in there and say calmly, 
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said cheerfully. ‘But don’t let’s think about the after- 
wards. Never meet trouble till it comes.’’ He bent his head 
and kissed her quickly, a fleeting kiss. ‘‘Happy, darling?’’ 
“Yes, oh yes! But you. You're sure, Tod? It seems to 
me I’m getting everything. I’m not giving much, Tod.” 
“You're giving me what I want. I’m sure don’t you 
worry about me. 1’m always sure of what I want.” 





She leaned against his arm, let her head fall back; the 
car was open and all the sky was silver. Looking up like 
that she seemed to be rushing through a blue-silver space, 
and the present minute was all eternity; the years behind 
dropped like dust into nothingness and the day to come had 
no reality. The long road took them nearer to the city, 
hamlets winked into being and were lost. 


“Tired, darling?’”’ Tod asked after 
a long silence. 

She came out of the illimitable sky. 
She let her hand fall caressingly on 
his which was tightened round the 
wheel of the car. They were two 
people again, not one, as she had 
felt in that fleeting eternity. 

“No. Not tired.” 

“We've hours to go yet. We won't 
be in town until morning. Do you like 
it, driving like this? I’ve often done 
it. All night.” 

“It’s heaven. Just to be quiet be- 
side you, yet I feel we shouldn’t take 
it so calmly, as if it were any of our 
lovely night drives. There is so much 
we should be saying toeach other. .” 

‘‘What is there to say? You love 
me, I love you. We’re going to be 
married. After tomorrow I’ll have all 
of you. That’s all there is to it.”” He 
spoke unevenly,’ shaken suddenly by 
passion and he kissed her, a quick hot 
pressure of her mouth and the car 
swayed and he returned to its guid- 
ance with hands which shook slightly. 

“That’s all it is, darling. And I 
think for the sake of my driving you’d 
better go to sleep.” 

But it was so much more than that. 
Vague vows and terrific loyalties were 
a chaotic force in her being. This was 
tremendous, the whole of life, a gift 
of her past and all her future which 
should be concentrated in this pres- 
ent, in the flaming phrase or the 
perfect gesture and given to him now 
irrevocably in all humility. 

“Oh, it’s more than that. Help me, 
darling, to tell you what’s in my 
mind. There is so much we should 
may. Twant:;....” 

He was lighting a cigarette, awk- 
wardly, with one hand. 

“Strike the match for me, sweet,” 

A quick descent. Suddenly she felt 
a little tired. 

“You don’t want us to swop pasts, 
do you, darling?”’ Tod said lightly. “It 
wouldn’t be a fair exchange. I 
wouldn’t get much from you, would 
tsa 

She considered this, and when she 
spoke it was with faint surprise. 

“I don’t know anything at all about 
you really, do I?” 

“All the best bits.” 

“‘Are there bad bits?” 

“Ummm .. . Boys will be boys, 
you know.” 

She sighed. “I don’t know, really. 
That’s what must be difficult for you 
to understand. The kind of life I’ve 
had.” 

“T know all about it. That’s what 
first interested me. But things will be 
different now. You'll be in with the 
crowd, and very much someone or my 
judgment’s gone astray. Just wait 
until we dress you up.” 


HE LOOKED DOWN at the pale, 
lovely oval of her face framed by her 
cloud of hair; she was pale and 
beautiful and the desire to possess her 
had tormented him for days. 

“I’m mad about you,” he said. 
Soon, she ceased to think about her- 
self. It was the man beside her who 
engaged all her thoughts; this man 
become familiar with the intense, 
dear familiarity which physical con- 
tact brings, was a perplexing stranger 
suddenly; a personality she could only 
guess at inhabited that intimately 
known form; ideas and purposes and 
attitudes she knew nothing of lay 
hidden in the mind to which she was 
entrusting all her life’s direction. And 
because she was abruptly doubting 
and afraid she thrust away all thought of exploration and 
prayed a little childishly, a little desperately: ‘Please, 
God, make it all right. Let all the things I don’t know 
about him be lovely things; because it’s got to be. Without 
him, there’s nobody, and I can’t go on any longer without 
somebody, dear God.” A small prayer sent winging to 
the fading stars. The night was [Continued on page 24] 
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Can a young, romantic girl find happiness when she elopes with a shift- 


less ne’er-do-well who brings her cruel disillusionment as a wedding gift? 


“Mother, Tod Firth has asked me to marry him.” She 
would not say, ‘“‘Mother, I’m in love. This is the end of my 
loneliness, of my dreadful loneliness, the end of my being 
an outsider, knowing nobody, having no friends because 
of your obstinate shame, no work because of your obstinate 
pride, no joys because of your obstinate grief. This is the 
end. Be glad for me, mother!” 

No, she would not say that. 

In a rush of self-pity tears started to her eyes, but she 
brushed them away childishly with the back of her hand. 
After all, she had known it would be like this. Mother 
couldn’t help herself . . . 


HASTILY SHE turned and hurried out of the house and 
as she ran through the garden and took the path which led 
from the isolated little cottage to the woods bordering the 
Firth estate the flame of her delight sprang up once more in 
its vitalizing strength. Radiance lit her lovely eyes again, 
and her mouth softened. She was almost unaware of the 
path she took; certainly unaware of the two men who 
loitered under the trees to watch the evening die in the hills. 

“A pretty lady in a hurry,” said one, who was young, and 
admiring. “Keeping some fellow waiting, by the look 
of her.” 

The elder one knocked his pipe on the tree trunk. “I 
doubt it,” he said. ‘That poor little devil has rather a 
thin time. Do you remember the Raine smash? One of 
those spectacular swindlers. He went dodging about for 
months looking for a spot where there was no extradition 
and blew his brains out when the police caught up with 
him. That’s his daughter. They were the big noise in 
these parts . . . and after the smash the wife stayed on 
here with about tuppence a year. I don’t know why she 
stayed here because she cut everybody dead. People were 
willing enough to continue being friendly, but she froze 
them off and no one keeps on making overtures forever. 
The daughter is out of everything, hardly knows a soul to 
speak to. It’s a pity. She looks a decent kid. If I were 
twenty years younger. . .”” He grinned amiably and the 
conversation died while Beverly, unknowing, went to meet 
her lover, her sweet lips parted, her thin, fledgling arms 
swinging, tumbling about like a child’s, as she ran. There 
was no need to run, because it was early enough; half-past 
nine, Tod had said, was the earliest he could meet her 
because of a family dinner party. 

Almost incredible was the thought that before a year 
passed she would be present at those dinner parties as 
Beverly Firth. Of course there would be difficulties, she 
told herself as she hurried along. But she scarcely believed 
herself; loving brought such security and confidence, 
reduced the business of living to such simplicity. As Tod’s 
wife she would come in contact again with all the people 
who had forgotten her existence because of her mother’s 
way of life. It would be simple, smooth enough. Tod had 
told his parents today. Tomorrow probably he would bring 
her to meet them. 

It would be so wonderful to have friendships, to meet 
people, to be wanted, perhaps admired, to have the lonely 
days companioned, to share thoughts and dreams and 
speech. All these things would be given to her because 
Tod, so splendidly able to choose any girl he wanted, had 
chosen to love her. Weeks ago, a lifetime ago, he had 
stopped his car beside her as she tramped along on one of 
her solitary walks, and bareheaded, smiling, casual, he 
had said: 

“Wouldn’t you rather ride?” 

As easily as that he had hridged the gap of the years 
which separated them from their childhood intimacy, and 
their loving seemed to have come about as easily as that, 


too. 


LOVELY DAYS, those of their falling in love. The green 
wood, which she had entered now was rustling and stirring 
and bright with her memories, all entertained to make the 
background for this perfect present which was upon her. 
So soon now she would be safe forever from the dark 
shadows of the violent, unhappy past. 

Tod was taking her out of prison. She need no longer 
fear the future. Tod. She said the little name over and 
over, like a prayer for protection and when Tod came at 
last, walking quickly, seeking her in the now gathering 
dusk, it was not the thrill of ecstasy she got from his dear 
striding figure, but safety; a blessed safety. She lay against 
"his heart, and with her one free hand, because he held the 
other close to his breast, she caressed his face, his young 
untouched face which held no darkness, no strong, violent 
things to make one afraid. 


“T hurried, darling.” 
“Don’t talk,” she said. “Not for a minute. I just want 


to feel you like this, so close. Hold everything away. 
Hold me tightly.” 

Then she sighed and drew away from him and smiled at 
him tenderly. 

“Odd behavior,” she said, but he had not noticed. He 
had trouble of his own, and seeking words which were 
difficult to find had been grateful for the silent ease of 
loving. 

“And now tell me everything. 
Today has been weeks long.” 

Tod hesitated a moment before replying, then said 
abruptly, “I didn’t tell them. Darling, don’t look like that! 
Come here.”” He drew her again into his embrace, but he 
spoke without looking at her. 

“It’s all rather the devil. Parents—well—parents get 
ideas into their heads, and after a certain age heads seem 
made of concrete. It takes a long while for an idea to get in, 
and longer for it to get out.” 

“Yes, but . . .”’ she was perplexed, a little nervous. 

“Well, dad’s thought for years that Annette and I would 
marry. Sortof...” 

“I know, you told me. But. . . 

“Well, it’s going to mean endless talking, rows, infernal 
conferences. My family’s like that. They'll talk round a 
thing forever if you let them. And I loathe it. The thought 
of it makes me simply wilt. But if a thing is actually done, 
well then they'll accept it. If you and I were to turn up 
married, there’d be a shock. But nagging wouldn’t undo it, 
it would be too late to try to get me to see their point of 
view so they’d accept the thing gracefully—and there 
we'd be. No fuss beforehand to spoil everything.” 

Beverly lay in his arms thoughtfully. She knew so little 
about parents. Perhaps they were like that. It was 
difficult to judge from her mother. She smiled bleakly. 

“I don’t know,” she said. ‘I suppose it will be all right 
if they like me as much as Annette,”’ she added wistfully. 
“Liking me would make them feel you are happy, and 
that’s what parents really want for their children. Ordinary 
parents, I mean. I don’t know much about parents. 
Mother . . .”’ she fell silent, pondering on this business of 
parents. Perhaps they were never really friends with their 
children after all. Perhaps one didn’t tell them things like 
falling in love. But Tod was talking, more vehemently 
now. A phrase drew her from her reflection, She looked at 
him blankly: 

“You mean tonight?” 

“Why not? What’s to stop us? We'll drive up tonight, 
Beverly,”” he hesitated, while she regarded him with 
serious candid eyes. 

“I got the license when I was in town last week. We can 
drive up tonight and be married tomorrow.” 

“You've had all this planned,” she spoke musingly. 

*‘More or less. I meant to tell the old man, but when I 
hinted round the affair, he started off—and it’s no use. I 
couldn’t get a word in. Are you angry?” 

“No, no. But I'd rather it had been the other way.” 

“You mean you will?” 

“I love you, and I want to marry you. I want to be with 
you all the time. I’d rather, but if you hate it so much, 
fighting with them, and—and spoiling it, if it’s right what 
you say that they won’t mind really, once the thing’s done. 
You know your parents. My—I—mother doesn’t.” A 
sudden unwelcome memory of her father assaulted her and 
she lost all hesitancy. She clung to her lover and breath- 
lessly decided. 

“Yes, tonight then, and we'll be safe and happy, always. 
I don’t think I want to wait. No, I don’t, I don’t!” 

He looked down at her pale face lying on his breast. He 
was not particularly intelligent, or sensitive, but in that 
instant he had a gleam of perception. 

He said tenderly, a little bewildered by the fact: 

“You're afraid of life, aren’t you?” 

“Not when I’m with you.” 

“And there’s nothing to be afraid of. Life can’t hurt you 
if you don’t take it too seriously. A laugh a day, darling, 
and take what you want when you want it.” 

He bent his head and a shadow fell across his face dis- 
torting it grotesquely. In sudden fright, Beverly cried out. 

“You look strange. You—’’ The shadow went with his 
movement. But long afterward she remembered his face as 
she saw it then, as it looked then and once afterward. 


What did they say? 


” 


THE CAR was drawn under the trees where the shadows 
were thickest. It was nearly midnight now and the moon 
was full, but it was black under the trees and Beverly 
halted undecidedly. Her heart was thumping and she 
clenched the handle of her suitcase tightly. Then she heard 
Tod’s voice calling to her softly and she hurried across the 
moon-white road. She saw the tiny red gleam of his 


cigarette move through 
the darkness and die, 
then she was beside 
him and he had caught 
her in a quick, tight 
embrace, then he loosed 
her and taking the 
suitcase he threw it in 
the back of the car. 

“All set?” he said. 
looking down at her, 
and the constriction in 
her throat was loosed 
she breathed more 
easily, the happening 
lost its acute, dramatic 
tension. 

But she was still 
trembling as the car 
moved off and Tod, 
free of the business of 
gears, put a comforting 
arm about her shoul- 
ders. 

“You're in a state,” 
he said and she laughed 
a little shakily. 

“Well, it’s rather a 
happening, isn’t it? 
One doesn’t get mar- 
ried every day.” 

Tod’s arm tightened 
carelessly. 

“T think it’s marvel- 
lous. And I like it this 
way. A church wed- 
ding and all the family 
flip-flap, that would be 
ghastly. What did you 
say to your mother?” 

Beverly was silent. 
Underneath all the ex- 
citement and the bit- 
ter-sweet thrill of being 
beside Tod, like this, 
for the one great pur- 
pose, there was a dull 
hurt because of the 
way of her going; alone, 
denied all the normal 
sweetness of her moth- 
er’s love and hopes. 

“I didn’t tell her. 
Her door was locked. I 
knocked but she didn’t 
answer. I left a note 
for her.” 

‘**‘You mean you 
wrote that we were 
going to be married?” 

““Yes, of course. 
What else? You didn’t 
say—” 

“No. I didn’t think 
of it. I thought you’d 
make some excuse.” 

“What excuse? I've 
never been away from 
home in my life! Be- 
sides I couldn’t have 
done that.” She was 
disturbed. 

“Oh, don’t worry. I 
suppose it will be all 
right. She'll save us 
the trouble of breaking 
the news to dad.”’ 

“I don’t think she 
will,’’ Beverly said. 
“You won't under- 
stand, but I don't 
think she’ll do any- 
thing at all about it. I 
don’t think she’ll find 
it—important.” The 
mournfulness in her 
voice was lost on her 
lover. 

“All the better,” he 





She stared at herself in 
childish, unashamed delight. 
She had spent more in one 
afternoon than she usually 
did in a year. Tod must be 
rich, she decided, 
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to understand the achievements of Queen Elizabeth during 
the thirteen years of their married life, you must first 
appreciate the earlier years of the man she married. 


MANY STORIES are told of the present King’s proposal 
to his wife: it is said she refused him first and I believe this 
to be true. At the time a friend of hers said, with som« 
feeling: ‘I do hope she marries him. She'll be the making 
of him She did, and she was, and she is! 

While the Queen (then Lady Elizabeth) was happy 
against the friendly background of Glamis, or Waldenbury, 
or visiting her mother’s mother in Italy, Prince Albert, 
“second son,”’ was pitchforked at the age of thirteen from 
his intensive education under the shrewd and brilliant 
Mr.. Hansell, from his sheltered Norfclk home, to the 
rough-and-tumble of Osborne, where their very Royalness 
was against the two elder sons of the House of Windsor. 
There came the pathetic letter to their parents, from 
school, ‘““They are nice to us, in spite of our being Royal 

At seventeen, while his future Queen was still happy and 
secure in her country home, Albert joined his cadet ship. 
Iie was gazetted to the Collingwood before the war broke 
out; he was just nineteen. The war, for the King’s naval 
on, was a time of intense private trouble and a good deal of 
actual suffering of body, coupled with constant disappoint- 
ment; if fate had wanted to train the young man in sturdi- 
ness of soul and in courage of body, no better way could 
have been chosen. Prince Albert emerged with immense 
reserves of real character, and finally the disability which 
had haunted him through adolescence, was cured: but not 
until he had had an operation for appendicitis and a subse- 
quent one, after a successful diagnosis of his trouble, for 
gastric ulcer. 

From navy to new air force: from air force to civilian life 
and the completion of his education. The Prince in his 
Osborne days, and during his illnesses, had made a new 
friend —and that friend and his wife ‘‘kept house’’ for him 
and his brother, Henry, when they both went un to Trinity, 








and the 
home they made for these voung men was the best reintro 
duction to normal peacetime life again for them. Prince 
\lbert steps of an earlier Albert 
Queen Victoria’s Prince Consort) whom, superficially only, 
le seems nearly to resemble. He studied physics, economics. 
civics and history He plunged with interest into the 
humanities —and started a learning that is 
leveloping still. 


Cambridge. Sir Louis Greig has a charming wife, 


followed nearly in the 


career ol 


INEVITABLY | increased: his elder brother, the 
Prince of Wales, was abroad, and Prince Albert learned the 
difficulties for him especially—of every sort of ‘formal 
occasion.” He was reaching the steady robustness of 
health he now enjoys, but his stammer persisted and gave 
him and his sympathetic listeners real agony. ‘‘People may 
not realize the strength of his character ” Sir Louis 
Greig is reported as saying. It was during these lonely 
years after the war, when he was facing up to his life, that 
the Prince slowly acquired this depth of character masked 
by his inability to express it. 

In 1920 he was created Duke of York; in 1923 the girl 
who herself had come through the war period not without 
deep sorrow, consented to marry him. A close friend is 
reported to have confessed that Lady Elizabeth was ‘‘very 
much afraid of the position,” but that she could not do 
without “Bertie.” 


is worl 


A TYPICALLY English husband married to a typically 
Scots wife marked the beginning of a really delightful 
partnership which continues and strengthens. More of a 
partnership than the public knew; for it was ‘‘now or 
never” for the Duke to take his place as a public man of 
affairs; his years of study had equipped him for what was 
to be his special province—the industrial life of the nation. 
Few outside his circle knew of his agonizing struggles with 
his impediment; few know an incident that occurred soon 
after his marriage when he and his wife had to attend a 
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luncheon and the Duke was to make an important speech. 

His stammer was, for some reason, unusually bad that 
day. He rose to speak-and stood miserably mute, 
struggling with the muscles that refused to obey the will. 
The guests watched in embarrassment and sympathy and 
real distress. His young wife sat beside him and listened to 
word after tortured word being forced out. Possibly the 
whole thing took but a matter of a couple of minutes and 
was really unimportant. But to the guests it was tragic. 
Then, when it seemed as if he must really admit defeat and 
sit down, the little Duchess put her hand out and reassur- 
ingly patted his clenched fist-—-a tacit encouragement and 
assurance that the other one of the “‘partnership’’ was 
standing by him. And—Albert went on and finished that 
speech. Once again, he had fought through. 

This is one of many similar occasions that the writer 
heard about; surely there were many other times when the 
fact of his wife’s sturdy support enabled the Duke to 
overcome his difficulties. In 1926, after the birth of their 
first child, he had to face up to the imminent tour of 
Australia. The Duke sought the help of the famous 
expert, Lionel Logue, and spent weeks at daily work and 
treatment. Skill from his doctor, acute sympathy and alert 
help at home and his own indomitable will finally saw the 
last enemy, his stammer, conquered. We do not hear, and 
indeed we never should hear, of the days of despair when 
his wife encouraged him to battle on. All we know is that 
at the Pilgrims’ Banquet before their departure for 
Australia, the Duke rose and made a speech that amazed 
his hardened listeners. True, he treated some consonants 
with respect, and cunningly phrased his sentences to avoid 
others. He still does. But he gained in confidence and 
fluency—and he still gains. 


HIS HOME LIFE, his daughters, and the man himself, 
emerging as almost the “silent, strong man’”’ so beloved of 
the British, blazed into the limelight after the birth of the 
Princess Elizabeth. During her {Continued on page 62} 


"When the Princess Margaret Rose 
was born the King and Queen said, 
‘Please let us bring up our children 


"She remains exactly the type of 
woman she always was—timeless in 
style—essentially wife and mother.” 


















“The most satisfactory family 
we possess in public. lifec’’. 









“Heiress to the greatest empire the world has ever seen." 


garten school—a pioneer school of its time—in High 

Street, Marylebone, in London. One morning about 

twenty-eight years back the young headmistress 
brought in two small children to introduce them to the 
school. 

“Here are Elizabeth and David Bowes-Lyon . ” she 
said; and we others recognized a chestnut-haired girl of 
about nine in a tussore silk dress, holding the hand of a 
boy who looked slightly younger, in brown shorts and a 
tussore shirt. Elizabeth was pleasantly protective toward 
David, and we thought and spoke of them always as 
** *Lizabeth-an’- David.” 

We learned—but were unimpressed by the fact—that 
their father was an earl and their real home was in Scot- 
land. The children stayed for about two terms, I think, 
and soon slipped easily into the life of the school, in spite 
of the fact they had both been brought up at home. 


|: WAS a very ordinary house that held a small kinder- 
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**To estimate the greatness of Queen Elizabeth, we must know 


the greatness of King George VI’s battle against his handicaps” 


by JOAN WOOLCOMBE 


There was, frankly, nothing remarkable about either; 

except perhaps their really unusually nice manners and 

that loyalty of brother and sister that seems to have 

remained all their lives. Pictures of the present Queen 
show that the Elizabeth of those days has grown into the 
sweet-faced, but essentially the same, woman of today. 
The hair looks darker perhaps; the face is, strangely, more 
wistful and of course, less chubby. The memory of the 
hair of Elizabeth of those days is revived in the shorter but 
similar hair of Elizabeth of York today. 

Queen Elizabeth of today would be the last to claim any 
credit for any special qualities: but it cannot be denied 
that those perfect manners and that perfect “‘poise’’ of her 
childhood days, remain. I expect we small children who 
shared those two terms school with her might have been 
more excited about those two if we had known they could 
claim Kings of Scotland as forebears and that Robert II 
joined them in common descent with the Kings of England. 
But we were not told this and no one warned us that the 
small girl we saw sharing, with David, the only banana left 
at luncheon time was to be Queen of England. 

But Elizabeth’s education was in the main due to her 
mother, Lady Strathmore: and the two children were 
brought up together as they were the youngest of the 
family, until, in due course, the little boy went to school. 
Elizabeth was brought up at home entirely, but-—and for 


this reason—her training was one of unusual intelligence. 
St. Paul’s Waldenbury, was the background of these 
earliest years, but it was at her own house that a five-vear- 
old girl met a ten-year-old boy who had mostly been 
brought up in Norfolk; who was delicate, extremely < 

a second-son to an important little brother and, to‘add to 
his handicaps, possessed of a stammer. 


TO UNDERSTAND the greatness of Queen Elizabeth, we 
must estimate the greatness of King George VI’s battle 
against his handicaps and difficulties; and we must know 
something of the real story behind the inevitable spate of 
“Royalty stories” about that little-known man. For 
twenty-eight years of his life he worked doggedly on: 
fighting ill health for a great part of the time: fighting his 
stammer all the time and with sufficient steadiness of 
purpose to train himself by gruelling study for his chosen 
role. that of ‘‘Prince of Industry.” ; 

His diffidence and his difficulty in conversation turned 
him in upon his own resources: with formidable industry he 
equipped himself as no other Prince since Albert of Coburg 
had been equipped, with “knowledge that is power.” 

We may refer to the happiness of the King and Queen, 
patent as it is to all, as an “old-fashioned marriage” 
which is nonsense; for happiness knows no fashions. 
Actually, it isa very modern “‘fifty-fifty” partnership, and, 
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"Your food aint no good,” said 
Katsy, rubbing her stomach, ‘I'm ' 
going home to eat watermelon.” 


the dot, but still she doesn’t 
gain.’ 

“Date’s off, Cecily Ann,” 
boomed Larry Farris. “But 


some time we'll get together and 
eat spinach.” 

The only grownup Cecily Ann 
ever ate spinach with was Dad. 
On Sundays, because every 
other day he had to be down 
town at business. But on Sun 
days, he had his breakfast 
served in the nursery while 
Cecily Ann ate her lunch. And 
now Larry Farris—‘‘I 
you're going to be my new 
father,”’ she said. 

Sheila laughed, a queer short 
laugh, kissed Cecily Ann, and 
told her to run back to Nurse. 

The next day was Sunday, 
and, as usual, Dad had his break- 
fast tray brought into the nurs- 
ery. But it was very different 
from the other Sundays. Usually 
Dad hardly ever talked. Just 
sat drinking his coffee with his 
eyes far away as though Cecily 
Ann wasn’t there at all. This 
time he talked a lot as if he were 
trying to make up for all the 
Sundays of not talking. He tried 
to teach tricks to Chatterbox, 


guess 


Cecily Ann didn't want 
Larry Farris for a new 
father. She sank her 
teeth firmly into his wrist 
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and said funny things that made Cecily Ann laugh; and he 
laughed, too. 

As he was leaving, he took her up in his arms, and said: 
‘We've had a very good time together, today, haven’t we?” 

“Oh yes.”’ said Cecily Ann. “A very good time.” 

“That'll be something to remember,’’ he said. “A very 
good time together.”’ 

He kissed her; and Cecily Ann couldn’t understand why 
his eyes had dampness in them as if he wanted to cry. She 
never wanted to cry after she’d been having a very good 
time. 

The next day, there was an excitement in the house. 
Cecily Ann heard bits of it that Emily, the upstairs maid, 
whispered to Nurse. It seemed that Dad was going away to 
live in a hotel, and taking his clothes with him. His bags 
and trunks were carried down the hall past the nursery. 
Cecily Ann wondered why Dad should go and live in a 
hotel when they had such a nice big house all of their own. 


THURSDAY WAS the day for Nurse to take Cecily Ann 
to the child specialist’s. In the reception room, she sat like 
a good girl quietly looking at a picture book, when Nurse, 
who had been shuffling through a magazine, called to her: 

“Come here, miss, and see what’s going to happen to you 
if you won't eat.” 

Cecily Ann ran over, and Nurse held out an awful 
picture. It was of a big white room where a little girl, 
naked except for a sun suit, lay in an iron bed with doctors 
and nurses standing around, looking worried. And no 
wonder! The poor little girl’s stomach was as big and 
round as a beach ball. Her legs were thin and twisted, and 
her face—oh, her face was the worst of all!—wrinkled and 
scary as a Hallowe’en mask. 

“That’s malnutrition,’”’ said Nurse. ‘“That bad little girl 
wouldn’t eat, and so she dried up.” 

“Tf she eats now, won’t she un-dry?” asked Cecily Ann. 

Nurse shook her head. “It’s too late now. She can’t 
even stand on her feet any more. She’s deformed.” 

Cecily Ann turned away from the picture, too scared to 
ask any more questions. So that was what Katsy had 
meant by being “‘deformed.”’ That’s what was going to 
happen to her. That’s why she’d been feeling so queer 
lately. 

She was scared all the way home in the car. And at 
supper, too. So scared the food, nice and hot in little piles 
on her Mickey Mouse plate, wouldn’t go down. Nurse 
teased and threatened, but when she actually held Cecily 
Ann’s nose to force the food down, Cecily Ann screamed 
and screamed, till, with an angry look, Nurse let her go 
right to bed. 

In bed, it was worse. She begged Nurse to stay in the 
room with her after the lights were [Continued on page 32} 
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ECILY ANN chewed away at her vegetable health 
biscuit, but she couldn’t swallow one bite. She 
’ just kept it wadded up in her cheek, hoping Nurse 
wouldn’t notice, and she could spit it out in the 

sand later on. 

But Nurse did notice. 

“Cecily Ann Wentworth,” she said sternly, ‘‘eat that 
biscuit. Every bit of it. Remember what the doctor said 
about malnutrition? Now swallow, precious, or Nursie will 
have to hold your nose.” 

Cecily Ann swallowed, her large grey eyes regarding 
Nurse balefully. 

“The trouble I have with that child,”” Nurse complained 
to the other nurses, who were sitting with them on the club 
beach. “She’s five and a half pounds underweight, and 
Doctor Marsden says—”’ 

“Don’t I know!” cried Lauren Barneston’s nurse. “With 
mine it’s a fight to get down every mouthful.” 

Cecily Ann wandered away from the talk down to where 
the waves made whipped cream on the damp sand, and 
threw herself flat. She didn’t feel good. Her throat ached 
where the wadded-up biscuit had scraped it, and her 
stomach felt as if it were on the end of a twirling rope 
swing. She glared back at the nurses. In their white 
uniforms on the yellow sand, they looked like white islands 
of Floating Island Pudding. The children, playing around 
them, in pink and blue and red sun suits, were the small 
colored candies Cook always sprinkled in. Funny how so 
many things she looked at, these days, reminded her of 
food. Perhaps that was what Doctor Marsden meant by 
“malnutrition.” 

From the way the nurses were putting their heads 
together, she guessed they were talking about something 
they didn’t want the children to hear. Maybe about Dad 
and Sheila . . . Dad and Sheila! She’d teased to be brought 
to the Beach Club, today, just so she could boast to Katsy 
about that. Keeping a sandy ridge between Nurse and 
herself, she crept to the lifebuoy ropes that marked the end 
of the club sand, and ducked under them. 

Grownups said it was a shame that the public beach had 
to be right next to the club property, but Cecily Ann 
thought it was wonderful. The public beach was such fun. 
So many more people and children; and you could have 


Sure enough, Katsy’s family were in the sand at the side 
of the groin. Katsy’s mother, lying down with her stomach 
bulging her red bathing suit, and her face and arms and 
legs all red, looked like a big red baked apple. Around her 
were a lot of smaller red baked apples, her children; Katsy, 
the roundest and reddest of them all. 

Katsy was making a sand house, and didn’t speak to 
Cecily Ann. That was all right. Cecily Ann knelt down 
near her, and began to make a sand house, too. She knew 
Katsy would talk, after a while, and it would probably be 
boasting. Katsy was always boasting. About her twin 
sisters. About her mother whose teeth came out at night. 
And having had measles and chickenpox and whooping 
cough. Cecily Ann had never been able to catch any of 
those diseases because she’d been given shots so she 
wouldn’t. She hadn’t ever had anything to boast about 


until now. 

Cecily Ann had dug out the cellar of her sand house, and 
was starting to make the chimney, when Katsy suddenly 
sat up on her haunches, and spoke: 

“I can make a better sand house than you can. I can 
make one with two chimneys and a double garage.” 
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“You can not,” said Cecily Ann boldly. 

“Can too!’”’ said Katsy. 

“Well,” said Cecily Ann, taking a long breath. “We're 
going to have a divorce in the family.” 

“Huh!” said Katsy. ‘You are not!” 

“We are too! Lauren Barneston’s nurse asked my nurse, 
this morning, if we weren’t, and my nurse said we certainly 
were. And it’s going to be keen.” 

For a long moment, Katsy didn’t say anything. Then 
she sniffed: 

“Guess you don’t know what a divorce is. Guess you 
don’t know anything. The Hawkins in our block got a 
divorce, last year, and now their boy Joe’s in the deform 
school. How’d you like being in the deform school?” 

““What’s that?” asked Cecily Ann. 

“It’s where you get all deformed, and it’s fierce,” said 
Katsy. ‘“‘Who said you could build a sand house anyway?” 
With a sweep of her hand, she knocked Cecily Ann’s 
chimney right into the cellar. 

Cecily Ann didn’t build it up. 
making a sand house any more. 
stomach, and began to throw sand. 

But Nurse hurried over and dragged her to where the 
grownups’ umbrellas blossomed out on the club sand. 

*“‘Just when your mother wants to see you, you would 
have to look a fright,”’ she scolded. 


She didn’t feel like 
She flopped onto her 


SHEILA OWNED a white and green umbrella. Dad had 
given it to her for her birthday, and it was the largest and 
prettiest on the beach. As Nurse led Cecily toward it, she 
could see, first her mother’s bare brown legs, then, as they 
turned around the umbrella, the whole of Sheila. She 
looked like the Neapolitan ice cream Cecily Ann had had 
for het fifth birthday party. Coffee ice cream legs; then a 
slice of strawberry ice cream bathing suit, then another slice 
of coffee ice cream Sheila, and, on top, lemon ice hair. 

There were a lot of people sprawled in the sand around 
Sheila, but the closest was Larry Farris. As Cecily Ann 
tried to step over his legs, he caught her, and swung her 
high in the air. Larry Farris was awfully strong. Perhaps 
because he stayed at the beach so much. But Cecily Ann 
didn’t like to be swung up high that way. It scared her, 
and made her stomach feel queer. 

“Please let me down,” she begged. “I want Sheila.” 

“No,” said Larry Farris, who liked to tease. ‘‘Not till 
you tell me who you love best in the whole world.” 

“Chatterbox,” said Cecily Ann. 

Larry Farris set her down hard, and everybody laughed, 
and looked at her in a funny way. 

“But I love Dad and Sheila next best,’’ Cecily Ann said 
quickly. 

“Chatterbox is her dog,” Sheila explained. “And I really 
don’t blame her for loving him best. She sees more of him 
than she does of me. I’m a pretty awful mother, I guess.”’ 

“Leave out the ‘awful,’ and you'll be a hundred per cent 
right,” said Larry Farris, smiling at Sheila. “Now, Cecily 
Ann, how’s about you and me having a date right now to 
eat ice cream?” 

“Heavens, stupid!’”’ cried Sheila. “She can’t have ice 
cream between meals. It would fill her up so she wouldn’t 
eat her vegetables and all the vitaminy things she needs.” 

“So you're not only a pretty mother, but a scientific 
one,” laughed Larry Farris. 

“Cecily Ann's terribly underweight.” Sheila’s blue eyes 
were worried. “I’ve changed nurses three times in the last 
six months, and had them follow the pediatrist’s orders to 
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“But I’ve told Tommy yes,” said Mardie, frowning. 
“‘We’re going to be married.” 

Elsa laid down her nail buffer and said, ‘‘Uh-huh,” 
without conviction. 

“You mean—?” 

“For the love of mud,” said Elsa sharply, “wash your 
face and put on your red taffeta and say yes to anything he 
says. Say yes and yes and yes—no matter what—just keep 
on saying yes. You’re sure of where it gets you—that’s one 
thing certain.”’ 

Mardie’s dark eyes began to twinkle. 

“No,” she said. 


SO MARDIE, when she reached Antonio’s, said no. She 
said it first to Antonio himself, who came forward rubbing 
his hands and smiling. 

“Good evening, glad to see you once more again. The 
gentleman, your friend Meester Bayne, he ees not here yet. 
Weel you please seet down?” 

“No,” said Mardie. And then, amending herself, ‘I 
mean—no, thank you.” But she was irritated; not at 
Antonio but at Tommy. Always it was she who had to sit 
and wait for Tommy. 

*“Weel the lady perhaps have a cocktail while she waits? 
Sometimes it is long waiting for Meester Bayne.” 

Mardie shook her head. She was thinking, or trying to 
think. She said absently: ‘‘No. No, thank you, Antonio.” 
She hesitated, momentarily irresolute. Then she pulled 
herself straight. ‘‘When he comes,” she said, ‘please tell 
him I| couldn’t wait.” 

She faced about, marched to the door. Even as she 
turned she knew s'e was feeling better. Never again was 
she going to wait for Tommy Bayne. Hereafter he could 
wait for her. Ah!—but it was good to feel her self-respect 
flooding through her again! 

Plumb in the doorway she bumped into Tommy. As a 
matter of fact, bustling in, he almost knocked her over. 
“Oh, I beg pardon,” he said instinctively before he realized 
who it was. Then, peering at her: ‘Goodness gracious, 
beautiful in person! What were you doing, going out to 
look for me?” 

‘““No,”’ said Mardie. 

She peeked up at him. She couldn’t help it. He was a 
tall Tommy, a smiling Tommy, an irrepressible Tommy. 
The same old Tommy, and he always would be. Just 
being near him made her feel all warm and happy and 
tingly. 

He whipped off his coat. ‘Waiting long?” 

“Not very,’ said Mardie. ‘‘You see—”’ 

But Tommy wasn’t listening, except to himself. ‘Call 
from the office,” he was saying. “Got to hop out on the 
seven-fifty. We'll have to eat fairly fast. Sleeper jump to 
Quebec, near Montreal. Murder trial. You know, that 
guy Smillack that either did or didn’t knock off a couple of 
cops at the bank last spring. Remember?” 

Mardie sort of did, though vaguely. 

“Hot stuff,” said Tommy. “I’m going to be alone this 
time. Running story. All telegraph stuff. You see, this 
guy Smillack, they were laying for him, place between 
Rouses Point and Mooers. It turned into a gunfight.’’ He 
caught her elbow. ‘How about a little drink?”’ he enquired, 
adding, ‘They nailed him trying to catch the ferry to 
Vermont. Littie drink?” 

“No, thanks,” said Mardie. Ah, it was true! Only too 
true. Tommy didn’t really care about her. All he was 
interested in was his work, his trips out of town, the excite- 
ment, the romance, the glamor—and a drink. 

She stiffened herself. She said, ‘‘I’ve got some news for 
you, too.” 

“That’s swell,” he said, paying no attention. “‘Let’s eat.” 

“No,’”’ said Mardie. Then she astounded herself because 
what she told him she told him without a quaver. ““Tommy 
—the reason I met you--I’m going to marry George Lock- 
welter.”” 

“Regular table, Antonio,” said Tommy to Antonio. 
Then, turning to Mardie: ‘‘What’s that? I missed the 
last of it, or else my ears aren’t good.” 

“T wanted to tell you first,” said Mardie steadily. ‘I’m 
going to marry George Lockwelter.”’ 

“Never heard of him,” said Tommy. ‘‘What’s his 
name?” 

“If you could stop clowning for a minute—” 

“Make it two minutes,” said Tommy. He grinned. 
Then: “Sorry,” he said, “‘but I thought the idea was you 
were going to marry me some day?” 

“That’s just it,’ said Mardie. “You see—well, that’s 
the difference, that’s all. George wants to marry me now.” 

“If he’s the one I think he is,’ said Tommy, “‘you’re 
making a poor trade-in. Isn’t he the bird I’ve met a couple 
of times at your place? Tall skinny bird with glasses?” 

*He’s tall,”’ said Mardie, not relishing Tommy’s descrip- 
tion of George Lockwelter. 

“I remember him perfectly,’ said Tommy imperturb- 
ably. ‘‘He’s from your office. He’s the shipping clerk.” 

“He’s not a shipping clerk. Whoever heard of a shipping 
clerk in a law office? He’s assistant chief clerk, and that 
means 

“He’s a shipping clerk to me,” said Tommy. He 
shrugged. ‘He looks like one, too, if [Continued on page 48} 
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“Love happens to be a two-way, not a one-way, street. Tommy's got it fixed one way—his way.” 


did a fast smile. ‘Well, he called,” she said 
quickly, before Elsa could say anything. 

Elsa, who was a tall and thin and long-legged 
girl, continued to polish a coral fingernail. Elsa was the 
person who was inevitably taken on parties to make a 
fourth, and she had definite ideas about men. She had 
watched so many men making love to so many other girls. 

She said quietly: ‘‘Be yourself, Mardie. He calls when, 
as and if. He calls when he gets around to it. Here you’ve 
been watching that telephone for the last two hours like a 
sick cat—and now all at once, because the priceless Tommy 
has dropped a nickel in a coin box, you're trying to tell me 
you like it.” 

Mardie was smallish, slimmish, darkish. She had dark 
hair, dark sparkling eyes, a straight little nose, a softly 
pointed chin. She said: “I do think you might stop riding 
me, Els. Can I help it if I can’t help it?” 

“You can help it plenty,” Elsa said. ‘Either fall out of 
love or do something about it. You're in love with the 
wrong man, that’s all. No wonder you’re nuts—because 
what do you get? You get an anxious seat on the dead end 
of a telephone wire. Love happens to be a two-way street, 
not a one-way street. Only Tommy’s got it fixed one way. 
His way! He may call you Monday night or he may call 
you Tuesday night. I call that perfect. Perfect for him.” 

“But, Elsa—” 

The tall girl looked up from her polishing. Her mouth 
twisted sidewise. She said slowly: ‘‘And when this dream 
prince finally does call you, he tells you to meet him at 
Antonio’s—and you know as well as I do why he says 
Antonio’s. He says Antonio’s because the dinner there, 
with wine, is sixty cents.” Now Elsa laughed. ‘Oh, yes, 
Mardie—I know he takes you to decent places when he 
has it. He even took you to the Ritz a month ago—or was 
it two months ago? But Antonio’s is the standard dish, 
and you know why. It’s because your Galahad has just 
lost his week’s salary again shooting crap.” 

The two girls faced each other in their apartment, which 
consisted of a big, comfortable living room, a bathroom, 
and a kitchen four feet square. There was also a sort of 
alcove off the living room, just big enough to hold Mardie’s 
bed, together with a bureau, a straight chair, and Mardie’s 
feet and legs when she stood up. Elsa, because she was 
longer, had automatically been awarded the studio couch 


in the living room. 


[oes set the telephone back into its cradle and 


“I think you’re being pretty mean to him,” Mardie 
said. ‘You know perfectly well he only has Mondays and 
Tuesdays off. And sometimes not even Mondays, even 
when he’s here in town.” 

“Fish!” said Elsa. ‘‘That’s the oldest act in the world 
—the female defending her young.” 

“‘He’s not my young.” 

Elsa sniffed. ‘Well, he’s somebody’s young. Certainly 
nobody could accuse him of having grown up.”* 

Tommy was a newspaperman, a reporter. He was as tall 
as Clark Gable and not much more difficult to look at. He 
was gay. He was going places. When he snapped his 
fingers the world revolved. He moved in glamor. The 
Governor-General. Politicians. Stage celebrities. Bank 
robberies took place so that he might cover them. So did 
five-alarm fires. So did murders. 

He had his Tuesdays off, and mostly Mondays—except, 
of course, when he was on an out-of-town assignment, when 
he had no days off at all. Since Mardie was a stenographer 
in a law office, Littlefield, Baxter and Howe, the times 
when she and Tommy could be together were definitely and 
rather pitifully limited. 

That was the worst thing, the mixed up days and hours. 
Tommy’s gambling——well, Mardie had begun to worry 
about that only lately. She had begun to worry about it 
because it seemed to be of a piece with his general ideas 
about marriage. Where Mardie automatically kept think- 
ing about getting married in terms of next month, Tommy 
seemed to keep thinking about it in terms of next year. Or 
the year after. To Tommy marriage was a vague settling 
down to be confronted only after youth and adventure 
had run their twin and delightful courses. ‘‘As long as you 
and I know we’re crazy about each other, what does it 
matter?” he would say to Mardie, smiling his infectious 
smile. And then he would reach into a pocket and pull out 
seven five-dollar bills. 

“Look, Mardie! Thirty-five bucks. Cleaned up the 
office crap game. And did those little cubes roll for me! 
Listen—do we go to the Ritz or do we go to the Ritz?” 

The only trouble was that he could suggest Antonio’s 
with the same cheerful abandon. ‘Seems I lost my shirt 
this week, honey. Only a measly ninety bucks but it sort 
of ties us up a little on next week, too, maybe. Oh, well, 
two weeks of Antonio’s won’t kill us. Don’t worry. I'll 
get it back. I’m good.” 

Tommy earned $55 a week. 
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Elsa was looking at Mardie. She asked a_ pointed 
question: “I heard you say Antonio’s. How much did he 
lose this week?”’ 

“Only—only fifty—fifty something.” 

Elsa rose, shook her skirt down over a pair of lengthy 
shins. She said trenchantly: ‘With your looks and your 
figure, Mardie, I’d eat dirt before I'd let any man make a 
mug out of me.” 

It was only then that the tears swam into Mardie’s 
brown eyes. Momentarily she stood rigid, blinking her 
eyelids. Then she broke. She flung herself upon the couch, 
a limp. slim bundle of salty misery. Presently she found a 
handkerchief, mopped with it, sniffed some, and then she 
said, ‘So what?” 

“George Lockwelter, naturally,”’ said Elsa. 

“You mean George at the office? What about him?” 

“He's proposed to you plenty, hasn't he?”’ 

“Of course, but—” 

Said Elsa crisply, ‘“You’ve just accepted him.” 

“Me?” 

"Vou. 

“But I haven't. I couldn’t Not for anything on earth.” 

“George isn’t a bad egg,’’ remarked Elsa. ‘You could 
do worse.” 

“T don’t want to do worse. I mean—well, you know.” 

Elsa shrugged, thumbed toward the telephone. ‘Call 
him,”’ she commanded sternly. ‘Call him and tell him 
you're thinking it over. Listen to what I’m saying. Call 
George now and tell him—well, almost anything. You 
don’t actually have to accept him in so many words. Just 
give him a grain of hope and let him build on it.” 

“I couldn’t,”’ said Mardie, her eyes wide. 

“Not even to make Tommy come awake?” 

“No,” said Mardie. 

“Well, that’s something anyway.” 

‘“‘What is?” 

“That you know how to say no. If you can’t digest 
George Lockwelter—and I didn’t think you could the 
next best thing is to give the gorgeous Tommy a good dose 
of no. It’s the next to the shortest word in the English 
language, very s:mple to pronounce, and you'd be surprised 
how beautifully it works. Particularly for women. All girl 
children should be taught to memorize it from babyhood. 
Of all the words ever invented to make men jump through 
hoops, plain simple little ‘no’ takes the prize. Spelled N-O. 
Pronounced r.9.” 
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Ann's heart was full, and unbelievably sad, 
because so much was said—so much else 
would never be said. 


The conclusion of a 
brilliant Chatelaine novel 
|" sweeps to an unexpected 


denouement 


his rushing words, his whispering urgent voice telling het 
that she was more to him than anything else in life could 
ever be 


Love becomes something more than just an emotion, 
Annthought, resting in thedark. We have so many emotions, 
she thought, but they have no real existence till we clothe 
them. We clothe them with words, we clothe them with 
feelings, we clothe them with acts; until they are clothed, 
emotions are just activities of the imagination, dreams; in 
clothing them we give them life. And of the clothes we can 
choose, action gives them the greatest life. And since of all 
one’s emotions the emotion of love, of passion, is the most 
powerful, it becomes the most creative, building life itself. 
It might indeed be that she loved Kerry, with a love not 
very different from her love for Stephen; but the love for 
Kerry she had clothed with feelings and with words, her 
love for Stephen was clothed with those things and with 
action besides. If she clothed her love for Kerry with 
action, it must be furtive, destructive, or done with pain 
and violence to her love for Stephen. Whereas her love for 
Stephen was in its every act free, realizable, a great creative 
power. So she might love two men; but she could build life 
only with one. Both loves might be workable, but only 
one would work. And better than she had ever known it. 
she knew her choice would never ever be any other but 
Stephen. 

If they could buy a little house somewhere—no, a big 
house, for space is in itself beauty-—in the country near by, 


and have help enough to be comfortable, and keep horses, 
and a dog, and have some more children 

With tears stationary in the corners of her eyes, she fell 
asleep, her shoulder warm with Stephen’s breath. 


SERGEANT called her, early the next morning. 

“Thought I'd tell you, Mis’ Farrington. I got a letter, 
see, yesterday, from this mining—corporation, is it? And 
it says how a big mining interest has taken up this mine, 
see, With a lot of money to put into it, but as some question 
had been raised, like, about how good the mine was—well, I 
was tellin’ you about that, last week—why, they don’t 
want no outside money from anybody, see, and so they’re 
returning our money, and givin’ us a certificate that we can 
buy the same amount of stock we already bought and pay 
the same for it, see, unless it’s still cheaper when the mine 
gets going. I can’t say I understand it much, Mis’ Farring- 
ton, but I thought I’d ask you, and maybe you’d ask your 
husband.” 

Meaning, men always know more than women. Ann 
could not help a smile, but it was a tremulous smile. Tillie 
had indeed done something about the mine. 

“Is the cheque enclosed, Sergeant?”’ 

“Sure, it’s enclosed.” 

“Then it’s all right, Sergeant, I assure you!” 

“Maybe you’d ask Mr. Farrington?” 

Again Ann laughed a little. ‘‘Sure I'll ask him. Mean- 
time, Sergeant. Put the money in the bank, will you—just 
to please me?” 

She sat a moment, looking out the window. The buds 
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were swollen big on the elms. Any day now they would 
burst, and the world would be green again. 

So she’d never know, perhaps, whether the thing was 
crooked or not. There was a mine—now; probably a good 
mine—now; but what had there been? Tillie had said, “I 
never did want Fitz to come to your town, Ann.” Was 
hat what Tillie was doing—following Fitzy about, keeping 
him out of trouble? Why? Yes, in Fitzy and in Kerry they 
both cared for unworthy men. 

She stirred herself. She was going to see Mrs. Manning, 
before she lost courage. She had so wanted, this morning, 
to tell Stephen about it. She had wanted to ask him, Must 
I, Stephen, humiliate myself this way? But Tillie had said, 
Be grown-up, for once, Ann; don’t pitch this onto Stephen. 
Yet somehow, now, looking into spring sunlight, hearing 
in her ear all the friendly voices of last night, seeing with 
her eyes again their cordial looks, holding close to her the 
knowledge that she could believe in Tillie—this seemed her 
world, waiting for her to step into it. Mrs. Manning was 
her friend; one isn’t afraid of friends. 


SHE SAW Mrs. Manning as she came up on the dark green 
porch, its corners still stacked with sleds and skis as well as 
baseball bats. A sweet thin voice was singing, and through 
the curtains Ann saw Mrs. Manning playing her piano with 
pudgy stiff fingers, and singing to herself. 

Ann kissed her, lingering a little, on her cheek; and then 
in a rush of affection she kissed her on the other cheek. It 
made Mrs. Manning quite rosy, and they both laughed a 
little, covering an embarrassingly affectionate moment. 

It was Mrs. Manning who brought up what Ann had 
come to say. 

“Ann, are you still riding? No? The reason I asked is— 
Lou says the trail is going to be open Saturday if it doesn’t 
rain, and do you think it’s safe? Major Maclouth will go 
with her, but I just wondered if he’d understand about a 
girl of fifteen. They hate to admit there’s anything they 
can’t do, you know. What do you think?” 

“T think the trail’s safe enough.” 

Now, why hadn’t she just said the trail was dangerous, 
and be done with it? But if the other girls went, why not 
Louise? ‘Is she going alone? I mean, without the other 
girls?” 

“IT don’t know. I could ask her. Of course it’s nice of 
Major Maclouth—Kerry, Louise calls him. I don’t know 
why he bothers, I’m sure. Fifteen-year-olds are not my 
idea of-—however, riding with them might be more fun, 
perhaps. I love playing baseball with them, even yet.” 
Mrs. Manning got quite pink. “I expect you wouldn’t 
think it, but I play quite well, if someone runs for me.” 

We’re wandering, thought Ann. But it seems they 
weren’t. Mrs. Manning said, “You know Major Maclouth, 
I know. Lou says you jumped his horse in the show.” 

Mrs. Manning’s glance passed her and went out the 
window. Ann looked at her attentively. Was she embar- 
rassed, or what? It might be she was recalling bits of the 
current gossip. 

“‘We knew him very well—Stephen and I, both. He liv 
in the house, with Stephen, as you may know, when I 
was south.” 

“He did?” Mrs. Manning’s eyes came back, and Ann 
could see that she was startled. Of course his living there 
ought, Ann thought a little miserably, to have put a stop 
to all the gossip, had they not so conspicuously broken off 
after her return. 

Mrs. Manning was going on, and her embarrassment 
was obviously deepening. “Well, I hadn’t understood that. 
I’m glad you told me. You see—’’ She paused. 

“If you mean that people have gossiped, and have said 
he’s been merely attentive to me. I suppose they have, of 
course. The Major—oh, being a bachelor, and the Army, 
and Irish and good-looking, and very definitely fond of the 
ladies —he can’t be as inconspicuous as some. He gives a 
lot of hearts a flutter. It’s just his way.” 

Mrs. Manning laughed a small, relieved laugh. ‘Then 
you know all about him! To tell you the truth, Ann, I’ve 
been in a quandary all winter. You were fairly new here, 
and I thought just possibly you might not know about 
him. Mrs. Fales —-you don’t know her. Her husband was in 
philosophy. A pretty, blonde woman. They’ve left, now. 
Well, anyway, they say she wanted to leave her husband 
and marry Major Maclouth, but he cooled off.” 

“I don’t know Mrs. Fales,” said Ann, her throat con- 
stricting uncontrollably. Well, at least she need not 
humiliate herself. Mrs. Manning should know enough for 
herself to watch Louise. 

“The Fales left before you came. That’s why, when I 
saw you, this last winter —But I said to myself that a girl 
as young and pretty as you would just laugh at me if I told 
her to be careful, that young Irishmen do have a way with 
them. Besides, I didn’t really worry. We can all see how 
you feel about Stephen. Stephen,” Mrs. Manning began 
enthusiastically, “‘is-—’’ 

“I know.” Ann forestalled it, not wanting just now to 
get sidetracked on the subject of Stephen. ‘And I think I 
should have appreciated your warning, Mrs. Manning, 
although I probably should have laughed at it, as you say, 
since I’ve known all my life too many men like the Major 
not to recognize them. But for all [Continued on page 30} 
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sheath of tiny frosted ruffles, at the dinner in 

Stephen’s honor and stared at the roomful of faces. 

For four days she had hidden in her house; for four 
days she had waited and nothing had happened; she knew 
nothing, except that Tillie now sat two seats below her 
beside one of the more powerful and wealthy trustees, and 
in the newly-worked buttonhole in the lapel of that black 
and silver evening gown was the tiny red ribbon of the 
Legion of Honor. 

“TI wear it to impress taxi drivers,”’ Tillie had said. 

Did she think this was a congregation of taxi drivers? 
These were most of them strange faces to Ann; but she 
knew they belonged to the major pefsonalities in the 
university and scientific world. Painfully she was realizing 
that the faces of the people she knew in this town were not 
here—not the face of Kerry, nor of Julia, nor of Alicia, nor 
of Mrs. Vickars. They were not important enough to be 
here; and Ann knew that it was not merely that they were 
not important to chemists; they were not important, this 
she knew clearly, anywhere, anytime. Yet they were the 
few she had selected to know, out of a communit{ peopled, 
far more than most, with interesting and valuable personal- 
ities. Looking into the bright room, smiling with lips and 
eyes to the quiet cordiality of the president on her left and 
the trustee on her right, she measured herself sternly: 
she had no place here, but of Stephen’s winning. What she 
had done was every bit of it, not merely harmless, but 


A NN SAT, in her petal green dress that was like a 


, , 


J 


fi 


quite destructive as well to Stephen in his own place. 

It would have lightened her heart if she Id have 
known the truth: that if indeed the face of Kertt was not 
present in this room, neither was the knowledge # him.: He 
belonged within the knowledge of Alicia and ¥JuliaXgnd 
Timmie, but most of these people did not know thit*he 
existed. They looked at Ann and Stephen and effVied 
them a little, Ann her beauty, Stephen his gifted mind; but 
it was the generous envy of persons to whom life had 


brought satisfying consideration, and what they wished ; 


for now was the youth to thrill to it newly again. 


Far down the table Mrs. Manning’s affectionate glancg* 


expressed her pride and her approval. 

Tomorrow, thought Ann, I must go and do what I can 
to protect Louise from herself. I cannot do less than I know 
I should. Something here tonight is asking me to reach out 
of myself, even though it must hurt me, and must hurt 
Stephen. 

How could she have permitted tonight to have come into 
her life and found her unready to meet it? What had she 
been doing all this while? All these people gathered in 
their honor. Their warm, friendly glances fell on her, 
making her ache; her place was now with them, but she 
had done nothing to earn it, and she was not entitled to it. 

Stephen and this world of his were all of a significance 
of which she had fallen short. Stephen would linger for her, 
his hand outstretched, because he loved her; but even he 
could not forever keep from his mind the inexorable know]- 
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edge that she did not, with the years, continue to grow, 
unless indeed she did grow. And Tillie had lingered a while, 
giving her a chance, in a curious detached fashion, to grow 
up to her; and there, too, she had failed. To turn her head 
and look at Tillie, now was to know that she had failed at 


Measuring accurately something that 
#herself. 

They stood up at last, and Ann crossed the room at once 
5 and stood in front of Tillie. 

She fixed her eyes on the little thread of red ribbon, and 
said, “I apologize, though I know that isn’t enough. I do 
respect what you are, Tillie, whatever it is. I don’t respect 
myself half so much.” 

Slowly the long bony fingers reached out and touched, 
for a moment, Ann’s white arm. 

“I am remembering something I said once. 
at me.”’ 

But Ann couldn't look. 
voice was a whisper. 
Ann Farrington.’ ” 

“Don’t forget it, Ann, again.” 


was bigger than 


Ann, look 


“So am I,” she said, and her 
“I am remembering, ‘My daughter, 


IT SEEMED to Ann, lying awake that night beside a 
sleeping Stephen, that she had never in her life loved him 
so much. He had so abandoned himself to her. He had so 
humbly adored her, who wasn’t worthy of it. It had been 
such heaven. With her eyes on the dark, and the trusting 
warmth of him against her arm, she held again against her 








THESE FINE CAMPBELLS SOUPS 
ARE NOW BEZ7ER TL LYER/ 


AVORITE Campbell's Soups 
you have enjoyed for years will 
thrill you now with brand new 
eating pleasure. Campbell's 
have made them better than ever ! 


All the skill and progress that come 
with years of practice make these soups 
the finest yet. Campbell's crack chefs 
have dedicated their lives to fine soup- 
making — just that. Inevitably, better 
methods and improved recipes have 
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evolved, until today Campbell's Soups 
have grown so incredibly delicious that 
good home cooks and famous chefs 
agree they “cannot do better than 
Campbell's”. Try them now! Taste 
how good ¢ ‘ampbell’s have made them! 


CAMPBELL’S CREAM OF MUSHROOM 

More specially cultivated 
mushrooms, more double-' 
thick cream, and a garnish of 
melt-in-the-mouth mushroom slices tor 


THE CAMPBELL 


the final triumph. Serve it for a 
thrilling party treat. 


CAMPBELL'S CONSOMME > 


Down, down to its 

very essence the fine 

beef broth has been simmered. 

Then, skillfully, the delicate 

flavors of carrots, parsley 

and celery have been Edad 

in. Serve it piping hot delight- 
ful pick-up on a winter's day. Serve it 
col a palate-pleasing surprise. (It 
jells in the can in your refrigerator.) 


CAMPBELL’S PEA SOUP ‘ 


You will surely say 
“the best pea soup you 
5 hal’? D 2 ae ¥ 
ever had”! Plump, sweet garden peas, 
fine table butterand delicate seasonings 
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are combined in a new recipe that is a 
chef's triumph. Try it and see! 


YET THE CAMPBELL PRICE STAYS DOWN! 

There is more reason than ever 
why you should serve and enjoy soup 
often now. Campbell’s Soups are bet- 
ter than ever, yet in the face of the gen- 
eral rise in food costs the Campbell 
yrice stays down. (Incidentally, 
Campbell’s Soups being . 
condensed, this price - 
is most reasonable.) 


Surprises are in 
store for you when 
next you serve these 
soups! They’re at 
vour grocer’s. 


Look FOR THE 
Rep-ano-Wuitre Laser 
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Waiting for him to return 
from that twilight journey, 
Amy and Margaret talked. 


Escape from Bondage... 


The story of a dream, in which a 
man found truth—and a great love 


IS COMA was the first peace he had known for 
many years. His mind, drenched and numb, -hac 
dragged itself up into the cool savannas of this 
twilight, and had lain panting and still, hour after 
hour, while his body, motionless and freed of all weight 
as a body cradled in water, had at last been beyond touch. 
He had thought at first that he was dead; there had been 
cool relief in the thought. He had seen his own body lying 
separate and safe in the large bed, and Margaret, his wife, 
bending over it, whispering words which he could not hear. 

“So this is being dead,’’ he had said to himself. ‘‘Well, I 
like it very much. It is better than that other death I have 
lived so long.” 

And then he had found that he wasn’t dead. There 
wasn’t even the promise that he was going to die. He heard 
Dr. Taylor assuring Margaret with technical confidence, 
which Margaret of course accepted. 

“So I’m not going to die,”” Roger had said, listening to 
him. “Well, you wait and see, old boy. I’ve escaped now. 
You'll never drag me back.” 

Then the other one had come into the room, and he had 
recognized her instantly, knowing, though, that he had 
never seen her before, but finding no astonishment in this 
recognition. She was small and quiet, with quietness that 
was in no way negation, but rather presence. Her name was 
Amy, and this, too, held no surprise for him. 

“Here you are at last,” he had murmured in that twilight 
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when she came into the room. With his eyes closed, he 
knew how she looked, as though he had written himself a 
description of her long ago, and were reading it now. 

“But you are older, darling, and tired,”’ he said, and he 
knew it was twin tiredness to his own. She bent over him 
and looked into his face, and he felt her eyes, dark as 
pansies. “If I could get my eyes open, she would know,” 
he said. 

Margaret, considerate above everything, was making 
Miss Tandan at home in the room, explaining the lights and 
oxygen tank, and all the remote paraphernalia of his 
illness. 

“Yes, yes, I see,” Amy was saying, and her words came 
winging into his silence like soft birds. They settled on his 
hands, and against his tired mouth like soft birds, doing 
what they could to comfort. 

All the robustness of Margaret’s glorious energy had 
been locked out of this room. All the lives which that 
energy whipped into flurries like leaves in an autumn wind 
were stilled outside that door. This was a hushed area, and 
Roger could picture the servants and all the indebted, 
devoted friends standing in a stricken circle waiting for 
Margaret to emerge again, and set them into motion as she 
always did. 

Did they find their own lives when she was withdrawn 
with all her generous will, or did they slump down like 
unstrung marionettes while her gay vivacity came tiptoeing 
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into this quiet place? He strained his thought to see bevond 
that door. 

Some things he could see more clearly in his coma. but 
that, being no close concern of his, he could not penetrate. 
He could only remember his own blessed lassitude when. 
during the last six years, he had escaped momentarily 
beyond the magnetic field of Margaret’s kindness. Those 
escapes had been glimpses of this large luxurious lassit ude 
into which he had sunk. 

Time had no punctuation in these days. It was as 
boundless as music. The three of them— he, silent and 
alert; they, linked in intimacy, lived lifetimes in this room. 
In life, Margaret and Amy would never have met. But 
now, liberated from all landmarks of usual acquaintance 
they spanned the distance between them and knew ea h 
other well. Amy, a little old from never being renewed by 
loving, warmed her hands at the bright blaze of Margaret. 

He heard them talking and talking, and sometimes he 
listened, and sometimes, in one swift wordless grasp, he 
held in an instant the synopsis of their talking. He saw the 
words of each, little misshapen shadows of the meanings 
behind those words—the things they could not say, and 
the things they would not. , 

He knew Margaret for the first time; there were strange, 
ill-fitting shynesses about her. Some of that large buoyant 
kindness, which lifted people up and bore them out of 
themselves into the tide of her [Continued on page 26} 
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Miss Kathleen Williams: ” 4 Pond’s Cold ¢ ream treatment makes my skin 
feel wonderful — just so fresh and invigorated. It smooths out little lines.” 





, 
¥ "RE TWENTY... you’re twenty-five... 
you're ¢hirty or more! , 

The years slip by quietly enough. The things 
that tell it to the world are—little lines and- 
a gradual coarsening ot the skin’s very texture. 

Coarse pores and ugly, deepening lines do 
more to add years to your face than any other 
skin faults. What causes them? How can you 


ward them off? 


A Faulty Underskin— 
Both come from a faulty underskin. 

Pores grow larger when tiny oil glands 
underneath get clogged... Lines form when 
hbres underneath sag, lose their tone. 

‘To keep these little glands and fibres funce- 
tioning properly, you must invigorate that 
underskin. You can—with regular Pond’s 
deep-skin treatments. 

Pond’s Cold Cream contains specially proc- 
essed oils. It goes deep into the pores, clears 
them of make-up, dirt, clogging oils. You pat 
more in briskly. You teel the circulation 






waken. Your skin tingles 
with new vigor. 


Day and night—this 3 
> 


a 
duce. Under tissues are 


toned, and lines smooth out. You look years 


thorough cleansing and 
rousing with Pond’s Cold 
Cream. Soon cloggings 


cease. Pores actually re- 


younger! 
Day and night—this simple care 


Here’s the simple treatment that hundreds of 
women follow, because it does more than 
cleanse their skin:— 

Every night, pat on Pond’s Cold Cream to 
sotten and release deep-lodged dirt and make- 
up. Wipe it all off. At once your skin looks 
clearer! Now rouse your underskin. Pat in 
more cream—dérisk/y. The circulation stirs. 
Glands waken. Tissues are invigorated. 
Every morning (and betore make-up) repeat... 
Your skin is smooth tor powder—fresh, vital! 
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te Jacl Mowred- 


modern young aristocrat, says 





it’s easy to have a lovely skin 
in spite of sports and a whirl- 
ing London season. “I have 
learned that Pond’s is the 


best way to avoid lines, 


roughness, or coarse pores.” 


looking. Your whole face is brighter, younger! 

Start in at once to give your skin this in- 
vigorating daily care. Get a jar today. Or, 
just send in the coupon below. It brings you 
a special tube of Pond’s famous Cold Cream 


containing enough for g treatments. 


Send for SPECIAL 9-TREATMENT TUBE 


and 3 other Pond’s Beauty Aids 
Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd., Dept. CB, 90 Brock Ave. Toronto, Ont, 


Rush special tube of Pond’s Cold Cream, enough for 9 treatments, with gen- 
3 different shades of Pond’s Face 





erous samples of 2 other Pond’s Creams and 
Powder. | enclose 10¢ to cover postage and packing. 


EE ————— 
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All rights reserved by Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 
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Entre-act''—a hunting print of rare charm, captures the rich beauty of 
an autumn day. The artist, Percival Rosseay, in his canvas, pictures the 
swift grace of the hounds down a winding woodland path—a study which 


Presented in Chatelaine, Febr ary, 1937 


frames very effectively. 
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wheels with one solid end finished to match 
exactly the doors of the cabinet. When in 
place it seems to be part of the cupboard 
sequence but if desired it slides out easily 
and smoothly to do transport duty in 
serving meals or bringing soiled dishes 
from the table. Like all the floor cabinets, 
the exposed end has the three-inch “toe 
room” which is a comfort feature of the 
well-planned kitchen. 

On the south wall, adjoining the dining 
room Mrs. Hendry has doubled her serv- 
ing space by building open shelves below 
the short, upper cabinets, instead of en- 
closing them. These may hold appoint- 
ments for the next course, or receive those 
from the last one, leaving the counter free 
for the assembling of food. 

The refrigerator occupies the main posi- 
tion along one wall with next to it a receiv- 
ing table for supplies as they are delivered. 
This also serves as a desk where meals are 
planned, accounts kept and other routine 
business of housekeeping attended to. A 
step stool sits underneath, out of the way 
when not in use for “sit down” tasks. 

Mrs. Hendry has made ingenious use of 
mirrors to take full advantage of the light 
provided by one window and a glazed 
door. Open shelves which flank the win- 
dow and those of the small corner cup- 
boards have mirror backs to catch light 
and give a certain brilliance. These and 
the long mirror opposite the entrance re- 
flect a profusion of bloom in a well-loved 
garden—the hobby of this chatelaine. 


PRIZE KITCHEN! 


Ample provision is made for artificial 
illumination by electric lights at strategic 
points—above the window, over the stove 
and over the serving table. 

After suffering silently and otherwise 
from cooking odors through the house a 
ventilating fan is considered a necessary 
piece of equipment. One is installed in the 
space above the window now occupied by 
a fan light. 

For smart appearance and comfort of 
the worker the floor of this kitchen is 
covered with inlaid linoleum, cemented 
down. The trim is a narrow band of con- 
trasting shade around the edge, following 
the floor line of the walls and cabinet. 

Walls had previously been painted 
cream and brown, with the woodwork 
stained a dark shade and varnished. These 
have been redecorated in a lighter, more 
lively scheme—the whole background 
painted cream and the interiors of all 
cupboards finished a soft green. The green 
is repeated in the cross stripes of cream- 
colored marquisette curtains and to point 
up the ensemble touches of deep orange 
and a bit of red are used in flower pots, 
teapot, bowls and some cooking utensils. 

An estimate of expenses in connection 
with these proposed changes is given and 
Mrs. Hendry has a good word for manu- 
facturers and local dealers who so cordially 
co-operated with her. Their courtesy and 
her own enthusiasm made her enjoy the 
contest and her thoughtful plan has placed 

{Continued on page 77} 
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Would you like more cupboard 
space in your kitchen? Addition- 
al working room? Better light- 
ing? Up-to-date equipment? 
More convenient work centres? 
Here are some clever yet simple 
ideas for obtaining all these 
things so treasured by every 
woman interested in her home. 
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THE COMPLETE LIST OF PRIZE WINNERS IN THE 
CHATELAINE KITCHEN IDEA CONTEST IS ON PAGE 77 


Mrs. Hendry of Bala, Ontario, 
planned this gleaming, modern 
kitchen from the inconvenient 
room in which she now works, 
and won $100 in the Chatelaine 
kitchen contest which hundreds 
of Canadian women entered 





Hendry, winner of the First Prize 

in Chatelaine’s Kitchen Idea Con- 

test! By spending in imagination 
something under $500 she has planned a 
transformation and has created a Dream 
Kitchen that is efficient, charming and 
interesting. For her ingenuity, her clever 
and practical ideas, we offer our apprecia- 
tion and $100 in real money—nothing 
imaginary about that. 

The problem was enough to stump any 
woman of a less lively mind, but Mrs. 
Hendry has visualized an improved plan 
and has made a brilliant presentation of it. 
And when she dropped her entry into the 
Bala post office the first prize winner was 
on its way. 

This is her kitchen as it is, as she would 
like it and as she hopes some day to have 
it. At present it has many shortcomings. 
Work centres are scattered and discon- 
nected, cupboard space is at a premium 
and equipment out-of-date and inadequate 
to her needs. The worst fault is a stair- 
way which Mrs. Hendry describes as a 
rezular odor trap as well as an unsightly 
and inconvenient arrangement. It’s all 
very well, she says, to wake up to the 
appetizing aroma of coffee or sizzling bacon 
but nobody wants the reminder of tonight’s 
fried onions as they drop off to sleep. Nor 
do they appreciate the lingering fragrance 
of cabbage on their clothes. 

So the first improvement is to turn the 
lower part of the stairs to lead from the 
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ed kitchen and its original appearar 


were made from Mrs Hendry's sketch 
E. D. Harris 


living room instead of the kitchen, thus 
eliminating unwelcome cooking smells 
from the upper regions. This change 
would also mean less embarrassment when 
there are guests in the house, as this is the 
only stairway and you know that any 
kitchen gets mussy at times. And it would 
give much needed wall space which Mrs 
Hendry has used to excellent advantage. 
With that main drawback overcome, the 
next step in modernizing is to do away with 
an inconvenient and now unnecessary 
pantry, using part of it for built-in book- 
cases in the adjacent living room and 
turning the other section into the kitchen, 
Along this wall, a new flat-top electric 
range and adjoining cabinets form a con- 
venient cooking and serving centre. At 
one end part of the old pantry space is 
utilized for a broom and mop closet. 


BY CHANGING a long, narrow window 
into a shorter, wider one, the new plan 
provides an equal amount of light and 
extra space underneath for a modern 
double drainboard sink. Lower cabinets, 
built in, complete this sink and prepara- 
tion centre. The one next to the doorway 
is rounded off to prevent cramped quarters 
here while the opposite one neatly turns 
the corner, giving a smooth, unbroken 
counter and storage arrangement. 
Though presenting the same outward 
appearance one section underneath is not 
fitted with shelves or drawers but is left 
free for a service cart on swivel rubber 
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Big new Rastus doll like the one shown here... yours for 10 cents in coin or stamps. Comes in brilliant colors, ready to be sewed and stuffed. Write Cream of Wheat, Dept. C, Winnipeg. 


... tomorrow brings fresh hazards to be faced ! 


So quiet now—so at peace with the world. But 
her wise mother knows that in these years 1 to 
6 every “tomorrow” presents new hazards. 

During this period, malnutrition and infec- 
tious disease cases are at high level. A child 
each day burns as much energy in proportion 
to her size as a full-grown man. And lowered 
vitality is easily brought on. 

Delicious, nourishing Cream of Wheat does 
not, of course, offera complete safeguard against 
these threats of childhood. But it does provide 
a good source of needed food energy. And for 
that reason it has for 42 years enjoyed an estab- 
lished place in the well-rounded, balanced diet 
that is so vital to a youngster’s well-being. 

Your own doctor is familiar with this deli- 
cious, nourishing breakfast cereal . . . a blend of 
selected hard wheat from the finest growing areas 





in Canada. Have him tell you more about the 
food energy it supplies . . . its splendid economy 
...its purity and safety... its pleasing uni- 
formity in both texture and flavor. 

Children, and grown-ups, too, are enthusi- 
astic about Cream of Wheat. After 4 decades, 
its popularity is still increasing. 3/2 million 
steaming bowls of it are served every day! 

Why not start now to give your child the daily 
help of Cream of Wheat? The simple, granular 
form is admirably suited to young digestive sys- 
tems. They handle it with ease. 

Order from your grocer in hygienic pack- 
ages sealed against the taints and contamina- 
tions often found in cereals sold loose in bags. 


Silverware! Wm. A. Rogers Al heavy silver plate, made 
by Oneida, Ltd. See offer on Cream of Wheat package. 
The Cream of Wheat Corporation, Winnipeg. 


‘Find the bottom” is a game that youngsters love to play when 









* Cream of Wheat is rich in a type of car- 
bohydrate second only to sugar in speed 
and completeness of assimilation. 













* Doesn't tax digestions. Even delicate 


young systems handle Cream of Wheat 






with ease. 


* Is a good source of the food energy 





needed by every child. 












* Encourages steady, natural weight 


gains month after month. 









* Economical! There are scores of serv- 


ings in each large package. 





Vade in Canada from best Canadian hard wheat... 
Never sold loose in bags—only in this box. 
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The most active story-book scamps have nothing on your child 


when it comes to burning up energy. Give the protection of 
Cream of Wheat every morning] 


Cream of Wheat helps youngsters fill out and make steady, 
natural weight gains during the critical years from | to 6. See 
first hand what it can do for your child! 


Cream of Wheat is served. Finicky appetites take to this creamy, 
delicious cereal right from the start. 
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Marriage Made 
on Earth 





growing tired, and she was tired. Soon 
her vague, confused thoughts merged in a 
veil of darkness which descended on her 
brain. Her head sank low against her 
lover’s shoulder and she slept while he, 
unfatigued, savoring the mindless joy of 
the car’s swift rush through the night, 
went undisturbed to another of life’s 
adventures. 

Sometimes she half-woke to drowsy 
questioning or to a change of position and 
once they stopped in a town and had 
coffee and sandwiches at a station buffet. 
It was three o’clock and seeing her pale, 
tired face in the garish lights, Tod had 
compunction. They could find a hotel 
there, he said, and go on in the morning? 
But she refused, crying: 

“Ah, no! It’s so lovely, moving along 
under the stars, really leaving everything 
behind. Moving away from it quickly. 
When we stop I want the new life to have 
begun.” 

She was happy again, her whole being 
suffused with tenderness and love, her 
doubts dissipated and it was in this mood 
that she awoke for the last time on his 
calling to her gently: 

“Nearly there, darling. Wake up, it’s 
your wedding morning!” 

The sky was light, but all the earth was 
still asleep. She sat up and looked at the 
morning with sweet, drowsy eyes. Parks 
and houses of some unknown suburb. The 
new life beginning in this cool, pale dawn. 
In a sudden rush of love she bent her 
tumbled head and pressed her lips to the 
brown hand tightened round the driving 
wheel, and on that gesture Tod turned 
quickly and looked at her, a strange, 
clouded look. 

“God knows—” he began, then his face 
cleared. 

“It will be all right,” he said with a 
change of tone. “Of course it will. Every. 
thing always is.” 


IN THE several mirrors with which the 
hotel room was furnished Beverly viewed 
herself. She tried to be detached, and she 
said, “It’s quite satisfactory; the right 
kind of suit for a wedding like this.”’ But 
there was-high color in her cheeks and her 
eyes shone with excitement, and after 
some minutes of this pretense of being 
casual, she stood and stared at herself in 
the largest mirror in childish unashamed 
delight. 

In the new suitcases on the bed were 
more clothes, not many, but all perfect 
as this suit was, and shoes, and underwear, 
delicate mists of lace and chiffon. 

Just something to start with, Tod had 
said. Get what you can in the time, and 
we'll buy you a trousseau in Paris. Then 
he had left her to the care of the large, 
horse-faced, exquisitely gowned woman in 
the shop, and had pressed an incredible 
number of banknotes into her shabby bag. 
The shabby bag had dropped out of sight 
during the exciting hours which followed, 
and so had most of the banknotes. Beverly, 
sitting down carefully so that she would 
not crease the new suit, counted the 
remainder of her money and was a little 
shocked. She had spent more in one 
morning on clothes than she was accus- 
tomed to spend in a year. Tod must be 
very rich, she decided. That was nice. She 
would always be able to be beautiful for 
Tod. Because clothes made a difference. 
however much she had pretended to herself 

that they didn’t. 

Dress boxes, fine paper littering the 
room; black and white expensive-looking 
boxes... 

Suddenly she slid off the chair onto her 
knees and began to pray rather inco- 


herently; Tod, she told her Deity was so 
completely good and to give him what he 
deserved would take a great deal of help: 
that help, God could give her if He would, 
and she was most grateful for being good- 
looking, that was something; but she 
wanted help to be loyal and wise and 
strong; to give Tod so much that he 
would be kept from all the sad, mad 
disasters which mother had not been able 
to keep from father. 

Then she got up from her knees and sat 
down again, less careful of her new suit 
now because in this moment of sweet and 
anguished exaltation the receiving of her 
lover’s gift of himself used heart and mind 
and left no room for lesser things. She 
sat very straightly, her face grave and 
composed and she watched the white door 
of the bedroom. It was twelve o’clock, and 
Tod was to come back to the hotel for her 
at twelve. Any moment now he would 
knock on the door and call to her. Then 
they would go out of the room, out of the 
hotel, into the strange streets, and someone 
would marry them. Then 

But her mind could go no farther. It 
circled back to the point of the white door. 
Her eyes, wide with excitement, watched 
the door, and her ears were strained. The 
minutes passed. A quarter-past twelve, 
half-past. She walked about, did several 
unnecessary things, then sat down again. 
Her face was no longer quite composed. 
Sometimes her mouth trembled, and 
when the telephone bell jangled in the 
silence of the room, she started violently. 
She was quite pale, she noticed for a 
detached, fleeting instant as she passed a 
mirror in her rush. 

But it was Tod’s voice and in her relief 
she cried his name. 

“Did you think I’d abandoned you?” 

“No, no, worried a bit. Impatient.” 

“I’m right down the other end of town, 
darling. Being busy. I want you to get ina 
taxi and go to this address. Got a pencil?” 

Hastily she scribbled the address, tried 
not to feel disappointed, and somewhat 
dismayed. 











“It’s Geoffry’s flat. Matheson, you 
know, our best man. He wants us to lunch 
with him. Half-past two's the fatal hour, 
darling. I’ve still some things to do and it 
will cut time rather fine if I trail all the 
way up there. All right?” 

“All right,”’ she said reluctantly. 
“Good. A bientét, sweetheart. 
me?” 

Her reply sighed across the wires. 

“And you don’t mind going on alone? 
You'll like old Geoffry. He’s recovered 
from the shock now and is putting welcome 
on the mat. Don’t worry, I'll probably be 
there as soon as you are.” 


Love 


BUT TOD was not at the flat when she 
arrived and the man who rose to greet her 
when she was shown into the lounge-room 
showed no enthusiasm of welcome. 

“Dr. Matheson?” she said shyly. “I 
Tod—”’ 

“I’m glad you were able to get along, 
Miss Raine.” He took her hand in a brief 
hard clasp. “Sorry Tod hasn’t turned up 
yet, but he’ll probably be along any 
moment.” 

He was so completely unexpected, 
though she had had no clear expectation. 
Perhaps of someone like Tod, someone 
younger, and rather gay, and enjoying all 
this; being brotherly and calling her 
Beverly. Certainly not this tall, detached 
man whose eyes were hard and keen, 
boring into hers and whose mouth, a firm, 
clear-cut mouth, had not softened yet in 
the least perceptible of smiles. 

Politely he was saying something about 
a cigarette, a cocktail, and she refused both, 
her shyness become a little agony. Then 
there was a silence in the lovely, austere 
room and searching wildly for speech she 
achieved some inanity and did not hear 
his reply. Nervously she lowered her eyes 
to the shining new bag which she still held 
tightly and the silence fell again, but in the 
silence something happened. Drawn, she 
lifted her wide eyes to find that Matheson 
was smiling, a gentle, friendly smile and 
hs eyes were quizzical and a little dubious. 
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Now take a length of picture wire; 
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A coat of white paint and then one 
>f white enamel were used to finish 
our model, but any color or combina 
tion of colors may be used to blend 
with your color scheme. The pegs in 
green, red or yellow, with black 
heads, look very pretty. 
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“Why, you're just a child,” he said, and 
as he continued to look down at her the 
doubt grew in his face. Suddenly he pulled 
a chair close to hers and sitting down he 
regarded her intently. 

“I’m afraid I’ve had an entirely wrong 


conception of you, Miss Raine. All this 
has been rather a shock to me. You see 
Tod turned up—as I thought to start off 


with me on a vacation we'd planned—-and 
tells me I’m to be present at his wedding 
instead. He didn’t give many details, and 
I’m afraid I’ve made some wrong deduc- 
tions from those he did give. Will you 
forgive me?” 

Beverly started to smile, but something 
happened to her face. It was, she felt, 
doing queer things, and her arm, resting on 
the chair, began to shake in a little frenzy. 

“A bit worked up, aren’t you?” the 
doctor said casually, then he got up and 
she heard him whistling as he moved 
across the room. In a moment he was 
back. 

“Drink this,” he said, “if you’d rather 
not have a cocktail. It’ll buck you up. We 
don't want you swooning at the wedding.”’ 
He paused, holding out the glass, then 
said, eyeing her disturbingly: 

“IT suppose you do really intend to be 
married today in this hurried fashion?” 

It did not occur to Beverly to resent this. 
In the last five minutes her feeling toward 
this man had cohered into instinctive trust 
and liking. She answered simply, with a 
hint of pleading in her voice, “Oh, yes! 
Tod wants it now, today.” 

“IT see. Tod wants it.” He pauced, 
seemed to be weighing things, then spoke 
decisively. 

“Miss Raine, don’t think me too inter- 
fering, but I’ve known Tod all my life, 
and his family. I rather look on myself as 
his elder brother and I'd like to know that 
you two stand the reasonable, average 
chance of being happy together. And the 
way things are —well, I wonder, would you 
give me a few of the details Tod seems to 
consider unimportant? Tell me how this 
has come about and just why you're being 
married in this hole-and-corner fashion? 
It’s a lot to ask. After all you don’t know 
me, and what I think probably doesn't 
matter to you in the least. But— well—let’s 
say I have the habit of interfering in other 
people’s lives. I’ve seen a number of 
mistakes made, Miss Raine.”’ 

“Oh, it’s not a mistake! This isn’t a 
mistake! We're doing.it like this because 

Haltingly she told him of Tod's 
situation and her own and when she had 
finished he thought for a while before he 
said: 

“So that’s how it is. And do all those 
arguments seem convincing to you?” 

“Quite. quite convincing,’”’ she 
looking at him in bewilderment. 
wants it.” 

“And you love Tod very much?” 

“So much! With all my heart. All the 
love I’ve had to give people I can give 
Tod, because no one has ever—you see, | 
told you how things were with me.”’ 

“IT see. But do you think it might be that 
he’s the first instead of the best?” 

“First, best and last!’”” She smiled in 
joyous certainty and he answered the 
smile though his was tinged with sadness. 

“Well, God give you happiness. I’m a 
cautious spoil-sport. Probably you'll be 
the making of Tod.” 

She laughed in disdain. ‘Tod doesn’t 
need any ‘making.’ I’m the one who will 
get everything. That’s what hurts me in 
all this. I have so little.” Beneath his 
meaning stare she blushed, and touched 
her dress self-consciously. ‘I—I look 
pretty sometimes, and that’s something 
I'm terribly glad about. But I don’t know 
any of the things Tod’s wife should know. 
1--do you know why I refused that cock- 
tail? Because I’ve never had one in my 
life. I can’t dance. I don’t even know if I 
can talk the way people are expected to, 
though I’ve read a lot and ” she 
looked at him humbly, then insisted, “So 
you see Tod will have to do all the making.” 

Matheson’s face again had become grim. 

{Continued on page 36} 
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Escape from Bondage 


(Continued from page 18) 





own desire, was really only her own 
unsureness of herself, her pleading to be 
requisite. 

“I could have resisted if I had known 
that,’ Roger said to himself. But there 
was no reed for resistance now, for another 
tide, stronger than Margaret’s, had borne 
him up onto this inaccessible shore out of 
her reach. 

He listened to her words, the same kind, 
spacious words he had heard many times 
in his life, but he saw now what was behind 
them. They were large empty, diaphanous 
shadows of her small need for being large. 
Listening to Margaret, whom he had 
watched these six years in all her volatile 
brilliance, he knew her for the first time. 

Of Amy, there was nothing new to know, 
for although he had never seen her, she had 
been an axiom in himself always. 

“Talking doesn’t disturb him,’”’ Margaret 
said. “Dr. Taylor assured me.” So, as 
they sat waiting for him to return from 
that twilight journey, whose destination 
they could not know, Amy and Margaret 
talked. 


HE HEARD his own life magnificently 
misinterpreted. He saw himself, a sad, 
uncertain youth, carrying pocketfuls of 
words around, like treasure to be spent on 
all beauty everywhere. He knew he had 
been shabby, but it was a proud, uncaring 
shabbiness. He knew he had been mad, 
but it was free, inspired madness. But, 
as Margaret told it, it shrank to poverty 
and to hunger. 

“He used to come to tea positively 
hungry,” Margaret said. “So we got to 
serving large sandwiches. Ham sand- 
wiches, in fact.” And she laughed, 
remembering them. 

He remembered them, too. They were 
like rescuing rafts, which his appetite had 
climbed upon, shipwrecked in a sea of 
hunger. 

He said to himself, “I never used to 
know how hungry I was until I saw that 
coffee and those sandwiches, and Margaret 
sitting on her little hassock before the fire 
in her study.” But even hunger had been 
good in those days . . . honest and good 
. . . something to be cured and grateful 
about. 

“He would come in, bulging with 
poems,” Margaret said, “‘but really rather 
wabbly, pretending he’d forgotten to eat. 
He would stride up and down, reading 
those poems, and stopping to scratch in 
corrections. He would sit and worry over a 
word for an hour. He had a play, too, 
really rather a mad play, all about a new 
kind of heaven. . .” 

Roger remembered that play. There 
was a new kind of heaven. He was always 
stumbling on the threshold of it, and then 
getting inside the door, and finding it was 
only a new kind of earth. 

“Did you paint in those days?” Amy 
So Roger knew she had been shown the 
unfinished portrait of himself, down in the 
library. Himself, with his eyes the way 
Margaret wanted them to look, that first 
year they were married. 

“Oh, yes,” she said now. “You see, I 
didn’t give it up until we had been 
married quite a while. I thought I could 
have both,” Margaret said, “but I was 
willing to give up everything for Roger’s 
talent.” 

Without seeing her, he knew how Amy’s 
dark eyes clenched a moment, trying to 
understand what Margaret’s painting had 
to do with Roger’s talent. He had tried to 
understand that, too. Margaret desired 
sacrifice passionately. She had sought 
everywhere for some worthy idol to burn 


before Roger’s shrine. But the incense of 
that sacrifice permeated both their lives, 
and its acrid fragrance was never absent. 

He heard Margaret’s sweet voice telling 
what Draper at the museum had said to 
her. He heard her laughing at her father’s 
oft-told anger because Margaret wasn’t 
going to paint again. 

“You see, I had loved my art better 
than anything in the world,” she said, in 
that husky, deep voice, ‘“‘but Roger meant 
more to me. There wasn’t any question of 
choice.” 

That was exactly how Roger had felt; 
he couldn’t see why a choice was suggested, 
but Margaret had insisted, unselfishly 
insisted. So her paintings, those technically 
skilful paintings, so like Margaret herself, 
had been given up, and everyone said how 
wonderful she was. 

“I never blame you, darling,’ Margaret 
had said magnanimously many times. 
““‘But sometimes I wonder . i: 

Margaret was saying now, “Such a 
dreadful room he lived in, poor darling, 
half frozen. I went to see it once, when he 
wasn’t there. On Fourth Street. Perfect 
slums, Amy.” 

“I know,” Amy said. 
myself once.” 

“Did you, dear?” Margaret = said, 
amused at the sad coincidence. ‘‘Maybe 
you saw Roger then. He was there in the 
spring of 1930.” 

“I came in the fall of that year,”” Amy 
said. “But that’s strange, isn’t it? If I’d 
been a few months earlier . . I might 
have met him. . .” 

“So you might have,” Margaret said, 
and they laughed in their sick-room 
whisper. 

Now she was telling about how they had 


“T lived there 


married. And Amy was hearing of his 
manly reluctance. About the time he 
suddenly left that old shabby room on 
Fourth Street, and disappeared, because 
he wouldn’t marry a rich girl. 

But there was no one to tell her about 
the night he had walked the streets, trying 
to write a decent letter, trying to explain 
in words of her own currency why he 
couldn’t accept the large suffocating 
beneficence of Margaret’s love. There was 
no one to tell her how ashamed he was of 
running away, packing up his few precious 
books and leaving them with a note for his 
landlady, while he escaped to a smaller 
and shabbier room, where he could think 
again. 

But Margaret’s gracious determination 
had pursued him and rescued him. She 
had forgiven all his noble princeliness in 
refusing her generosity. He could not call 
it generosity, and dared call it nothing else. 
She had assigned to him _ beautiful, 
abnegating lines, and had not even waited 
for him to say them before she contra- 
dicted. 

“Why, we don’t belong together,” he 
had tried to say. And that had only one 
meaning for Margaret—a confession of his 
own unworthiness, which she benevolently 
forgave. The words of that terrible 
conversation had long ago been erased by 
his own chivalry, but the miserable 
humiliation always remained . . the 
unforgivable irony of hearing Margaret 
apologize for his largest virtue, his brave 
disregard of circumstance. He had no need 
of those accepted necessities which she 
thrust upon him. She pitied him; but 
what she pitied him for was his freedom 
and his heritage. 

His wealth was invisible to her; his 
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poverty invisible to him. And Margaret ’s 
life, from that moment she saw him first, 
had been dedicated to making Roger see 
clearly. 

At last Roger had seen that he was poor 
where other people are rich; and that his 
wealth was not negotiable. 

She had lifted him bodily out of his life 
into her own, and he had been powerless to 
protest, because the name of love had been 
invoked. He owed her everything in the 
world, against his sacred will, and he 
hadn’t even the privilege of forgiving her 
for this sin, because it never had been 
acknowledged by either of them. He was 
of all debtors most miserable, the slave 
who has been forced to borrow what he 
most despises. 

Lying in the safe seclusion of his coma, 
he saw it all so clearly and simply, that it 
shook him with spasmodic mirth that 
such a simple thing had eluded him so 
long. 

“It was a sin against life,’’ he said to 
himself, ‘“‘and we were both guilty.” 

Life, the artist, had drawn two designs 
forever to be separate. The victim and the 
perpetrator were equally culpable. They 
had disregarded the separateness, re- 
arranging irreconcilable design. 

“You are so good,” Amy said. “You're 
such a big, generous person. Even this 
little time I’ve been here with you, I can 
see how much you have done for other 
people all your life.’”’ 

“T love people so,” Margaret said, “I’m 
only happy when I am doing things for 
them.” 


AND THAT was true. A hundred beauti- 
ful things which Margaret had done for 
everyone came rushing into Roger's 
thought. She scarcely left anyone exactly 
as he was before she passed. Every life 
that touched her own, no matter how 
casually, felt some seismic reverberation 
across its placid surface. She presumed to 
alter all-details, seeing no whole. Her 
gracious improvement in all destinies was a 
criticism of God Himself, so gently given 
that only God was offended. 

“I love to do things for people,” 
Margaret said. 

And Roger saw now that the word was 
fo rather than for. Even now, she was 
planning things for Amy lovely 
things at her own generous dictation. 
Amy was to have a cruise as soon as she 
was off this case Amy’s sweet, smooth 
hair had to be waved one afternoon when 
Margaret’s hairdresser came in. . . Amy 
ought to wear brighter colors, not those 
whispered tones which, Roger knew 
without ever having seen them, that she 
did wear. 

“It’s my greatest happiness,’ Margaret 
said when people thanked her. It was her 
one vanity that no one crossed her path 
untouched by the unanswerable persua- 
sion of her will. 

Amy said, “If only everyone who had a 
wonderful talent like Mr. Baird could 
have some understanding woman like 
you to help.” 

“It isn’t just the money,” Margaret 
said hastily, “but of course that has made 
things possible.”’ 

She never wanted anyone, for a moment, 
to be confused about her money. Money, 
Margaret often said, was only a force to do 
things for people. And she used it as a 
force, an irresistible, inescapable force. 

Amy said, “I wonder what he would 
have done if you had never found. him.” 
and her words shimmered to Roger across 
the twilight. 

“Don’t wonder, sweet.” Roger cried 
across the silence of his coma. “It would 
break your heart to know.” 

And while Margaret, out of the penury 
of her literalness, was speculating, Roger 
suddenly unwound those unlived six years 
which this marriage had stolen out of his 
life. He saw them in swift, distinct scenes, 
as clearly as though they had existed in the 
past, the past as it would have been if 
Margaret had never twisted it into shape 
of her own indomitable creating. He saw 

{Continued on page 44} 
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should eat at least 6 SLICES OF BREAD EVERY DAY 
to build and sustain vitality... 


MAZING FACTS ABOUT BREAD have 
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ular beliefs. 
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not just a “starchy” food. Bread is a valuable combina- 
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Helps build rich, red blood . 


Sometimes people get run-down . SOAs. « 
anemic, even with plenty of iron in the diet. The 
body isn’t able to absorb and use enough of the 
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BREAD IS YOUR BEST AND 


YOU CAN WALK 
A MILE ON A 
SLICE OF BREAD 


One slice of your baker’s good 

white bread—costing a fraction of 
a cent —actually supplies a 
150-Ib. man with enough 
energy to walk one mile. 

No other food supplies this 
amount of energy at such low 
cost. And bread is the dest energy 
food you can eat—regardless of 


cost. Eat at least 6 slices every day! 


GIVE YOUR CHILDREN PLENTY OF GOOD BREAD... Bread is 
one of the two most important foods in a child’s diet. It is a 
combination of muscle-building proteins of a very high order, 
and energy-giving carbohydrate. And bread is nearly 100% 
digestible. Make sure that your child gets a liberal amount of bread! 
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you spoke of him to me. I understand, but 
other people might not.” 

“Don’t worry,” said Ann. 

Mrs. Manning took Ann’s hand, and 
then laughed, her rosy, plump laugh. “By 
the way, there’s just a little thing I want 
to tell you, because you may not hear 
of it.” 

She looks like a ruddy apple, thought 
Ann; sound and sweet; and she is a wise 
woman not to bob or primp her hair, but 
wear it smooth and knotted, like the 
pleasant, real person she is. 

“It’s about Mrs. Vickars,”” said Mrs. 
Manning. ‘‘You know, I think she was 
awfully annoyed about that clothes 
ep'sode. It made her look a little sharp, a 
little penurious—trying to get something a 
little cheaper than other people get it. 
They’re always saying that about Mr. 
Vickars himself. Well, it seems Mr. 
Vickars wanted to go into thisminescheme, 
but Mrs. Vickars wouldn’t let him. She 
said it was a come-on game, that we'd all 
find out that Mrs. Bruce-Prendergast was 
a crook. Now, of course,’”” Mrs. Manning 
laughed naively, “I guess all of us wish 
we'd gone in. Of course, if we’d known 
who your friend Mrs. Prendergast really 
was—”’ 

Ann turned on the first step. ‘“‘Who is 
she, Mrs. Manning?” 

Mrs. Manning stared. ‘You mean you 
didn’t know either?” 

“T haven’t the faintest idea.”’ 

“Well, we all could have Known, if we’d 
thought to look in ‘Who’s Who.’ Why, she 
was abroad, all during the war, in France. 
Put up a lot of money for a chain of 
hospital units, and so on. Decorated—but 
you knew that. Her name was so difficult 
abroad that she became known as Madame 
T. le Prouse. Tillie Bruce—you see? They 
didn’t trust the ‘der’ in the Prendergast, 
evidently, so they just dropped that part. 
Good heavens, Ann! The town’s been 
buzzing with it for days. Where have you 
been?” 

“With my head under the covers,” said 
Ann. 


SHE WENT straight to Tillie. Tillie was 
sitting in her angular walnut chair, looking 
long and lean, reading, openly, the stock- 
market reports. She looked up at Ann. 

Ann couldn’t speak. All the way here 
she had rehearsed what she had come to 
say, and now the words wouldn’t come. 

It was Tillie who spoke. “I don’t know 
that I told you. My own daughter’s name 
was Ann.” 

In an instant Ann had crumpled to the 
floor, her head pressed against those bony 
knees, feeling with incredible happiness 
the long thin fingers upon her hair, 
smoothing it, as if they knew they were 
smoothing away also Ann’s shame and 
hurt. 

She raised her head at last, looking up at 
Tillie. “Tillie, Stephen’s going to get an 
offer from Columbia. We could go to 
New York.” 

“And start the shop, Ann?” 

“Or stay here. We could afford a house 
now—a biggish house, even, in the coun- 
try. A man and wife to look after us. I 
could sell my diamonds.” 

“T’ll buy them.” The old face smiled its 
wintry smile, and the fingers still resting 
against the soft cheek tapped it lightly. 
“I have a weakness for diamonds. Which 
are you going to do?” 

“What do you think?” 

Ann could feel the shrewd hard mind 
considering. ‘“‘You are in many ways a 
strong person, Ann. You can do what you 
set out to do. But even strong people are 
also weak. iam thinking of buying this 
house. Making it my home. You could 
come back and visit me. And I could come 
and stalk around your shop, and be your 
best advertisement.” 

Ann rose, suddenly, laughing. “Oh 
yes?” she said. “I see you. The eagle 
stooping to the cage.” 

But at the door she turned. ‘Tillie 
darling, it isn’t my business to decide for 
Stephen, but I hope he stays. And that 
will mean no shop, Tillie, ever. But dogs, 


and horses—and children. Roots, Tillie. 
You can’t grow roots in asphalt.” 


SO EVERYTHING in my life, thought 
Ann, is working out nicely. I can just pick 
and choose among its possibilities. I may 
even be able to pick the way I will be 
happiest, if I am very smart. 


But for all that she was indefinably sad. 
She had everything she wanted. She 
didn’t want Kerry. He wasn’t good 


enough. Face the fact and be done with it. 
But this she knew was the most painful 
fact of all to accept, that he wasn’t good 
enough. 

They differed, he and she, in the thing 
life meant to them. She perceived with 
pity, now, that Kerry had no better 
standard of judging love than as an expres- 
sion of sex. To Ann, passion had been the 
expression of her love; to Kerry, love had 
become freedom to express passion. And 
since none of his expressions of sex had 
fully satisfied him, he had lost in repeated 
emotional affairs, in little bypaths, the 
broad highway of love which is so simple 
to travel for those who are not distracted 
by bypaths. Even supposing that Kerry 
was indeed in love with her, what meaning 
could that have to a person who had never 
converted passion into the naturz! channel 
of home and children, furniture and dishes, 
sore throats and stomach-aches? She was 
asking of him something that was not 
there, that could not be there, not even in 
her case—for, like the others, she was 
married. Why should it hurt her that 
Kerry did not love her, as she knew love, 
when such love was beyond his experience? 

If he had been worth her hurt, she could 
always, then, even if he was lost to her, 
think of him lovingly, honoring him, 
missing painfully, if necessarily, the 
inexorable fact that she could not have 
him. Why, even, should that kind of loss 
ever be really painful? To have him 
worthy of what she gave him, to know he 
held it always in his heart an inestimable 
gift, wasn’t there a simple, great, releasing 
happiness in that? It seemed so to Ann. 

But when, one afternoon, playing on the 
floor with little Juddy she called, “‘Come!” 
to a tentative knock at the door and looked 
up to see Kerry standing there, she did the 
inevitable, the uncalculating thing. She 
cried, ‘‘Kerry!” and scrambling to her 
feet she ran to him with a little cry and put 
her arms around him and her face against 
his cheek, and said over and over, “Kerry 

my dear, my dear!” 

He held her off, after a moment, looking 
at her. “I couldn’t stand it any longer, 
Ann. I had to come. But I never dreamed 
you would receive me like this.” 

“Why were you so long coming, Kerry? 
So terribly long!” 

“IT don’t know. I couldn’t come.” 

“I knew that. At the same time I just 
couldn’t believe it mattered to you.” 

“How could I believe it mattered to 
you?” 

Kerry’s hands were pushing back her 
hair, mussing it roughly, almost as if its 
beauty meant nothing to him. She could 
feel in those hands the answer to every 
doubt. She hadn’t kissed him. She hadn't 
thought of it. This was not the emotion 
of last fall. This was something vital, 
necessary, mutual, a wish to be under- 
stood, to be believed in, something far 
deeper and more compelling than any kiss 
could ever be. And there was in it no hurt, 
no dishonesty, no disloyalty, no furtive- 
ness. There came flooding into her heart 
Ann could feel the rush of it—peace. 

She loosened herself; but there was no 
feeling in the loosening that she was 
freeing herself from something she either 
wanted too much or feared. She would 
never be free now. She did not want to be 
free —not from this. 

“T had given it up, Kerry. I thought it 
was hopeless.” 

“T couldn't give it up. I told mysel! | 
ought to. But I hadn’t the strength. But 
I hadn’t counted on your understanding 
I thought you'd just be—a little triumph 
ant, finding I had to come. I was going to 

{Continued on page 78} 











Mr. W.—Clap hands, Margie—what's the mat- 
ter with you? 

Mrs. W.—Oh, look! The curtain—one of those 
sheets is mine. 

Mr. W.—Gosh! The gray one does look sick be- 
side that nice white one. Is the storm- 
cloud yours? 





- > 
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Mrs. W.—Oh, Russ! Did you really hear all 
the mothers who helped put up the cur- 
tains say those things about me? 


Russ W.—Yep! But they weren’t mean, Mom. 
They said your clothes have tattle-tale gray 
on account of your soap doesn’t wash clean. 
And they wished you'd use Fels-Naptha 
‘cause it’s got heaps of naptha right in with 
wonderful golden soap and that chases out 
every speck of dirt. 





Mr. W.—Great Scott! Have you still got that moustache? 


Mrs. W.—Take it off — you're no villain! You saved my reputation with that tip about Fels-Naptha 
Soap. It’s made my washes look so gorgeous, I'm going to take you to town to a real show! 


| 
BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY” 
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WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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For 


Better 


eeu Don’t touch the clutch. 


ge Don’t jam on the brakes. 





gee Take your foot off the gas. 
gem Give wheel a turn in direction of skid, if the road is clear. 


WHEN your car skids crazily and 
your heart sinks—you're driving 
too fast for safety. Exactly what 
you do depends on your driving 
experience, but the instructions 
given above are well worth 
learning by heart. 


Swerving suddenly or jamming 
on your brakes at high speed may 
cause skidding even on dry roads. 
But a slight swerve or a sharp 
turn even at reasonable speed on 
‘wet, slippery or icy pavements 
may cause a skid. Tires worn 
smooth and unequal brake 


* * 


pressure are the cause of many 
serious skids. Yearly, thousands 
of drivers are involved in skid- 
ding accidents which cause either 
death or injury. 


Like so many emergencies in our 
lives, most skids can be pre- 
vented. Good drivers try to 
avoid situations which require 
emergency actions by foreseeing 
them before they happen. They 
always adjust their speed to road 
conditions, obey signals and con- 
centrate on their driving. 


* * 


Send for your free copy of ‘The Real Driver’s Log Book’? 


This booklet gives you valuable suggestions for keeping your car in safe 


driving condition. It also contains ruled pages on which to rec 


J per- 


formance and repair costs. Address Booklet Department 2-L-37. 


METROPOLITAN LIFE 
INSURANCE COMPANY 


CANADIAN HEAD OFFICE—OTTAWA 


FREDERICK H. ECKER 
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Trial by Marriage 


that, it seems I was just as gullible as the 
rest of them. I really thought that Major 
Maclouth was uniquely devoted to both 
Stephen and me. We were quite 
away by it. Stephen, especially. We 
thought it something quite nice, quite 
special. Charm is very difficult even for 
the wise to withstand. But he has now, as 
you express it, cooled off.” 


carried 


MANNING'S look was a little 
uncertain. Ann’s blood was mounting. A 
Mrs. Fales? Another? She knew she was 
becoming possessed by this desire to hurt 
Kerry, here and now, even if he never 
knew it. 

Mrs. Manning said, “I knew he seemed 
to have cooled, as you say. But people are 

well, laughing a little, saying he’s met 
his match in you. And that Stephen 

“Threw him out? On the contrary. 
Stephen can’t understand his 
Stephen always counted him a devoted 
friend. I can’t quite bring myself to hurt 
Stephen, by hinting something different. 
And perhaps I’m wrong. He was honor- 
able, according to his lights, a little too 
honorable, in fact. You see, he’s got a 
tremendous egotism about women. There’s 
no doubt he felt he’d made a conquest. He 
told me so. And of course, as in the case 
of your Mrs. Fales, when the lady’s serious, 
and uncomfortably honest, the only 
honorable thing to do— isn’t it?s to cool 
off—not break up a happy home, and so 
on. A most honorable sentiment, isn’t it? 
You see, Mrs. Manning, men like Kerry 
figure it’s a fair enough game, playing 
around with a married woman. You get 
eomething from her, or you don’t. And if 
you don’t, what a delightful friendship we 
all have, and isn’t this something special 
and unique! And if you do get something, 
the wife can either be honest, and be 
laughed at like Mrs. Fales, or she can keep 
her mouth shut and cheat. Either way, the 
man’s safe, provided he hasnt let himself 
care too much.” 

“What a way of putting it, Ann! It 
always seemed to me a dangerous game.” 

“For the woman—not for the man. And 
then only if she’s honest in her caring 
Perhaps it’s only that women get hurt too 
easily. They can be worked on from more 
angles. They are naturally loving, com- 
passionate, sorry to hurt, anxious to 
believe.” 

I am sick of myself, thought Ann. I am 
being dishonest about Kerry; always, 
always, dishonest about him. But doesn’t 
he deserve it? 

No, he doesn’t. Because 1 do care. 
Because I’m lying. Weak people lie to be 
safe. 

The thought blazed in her. Had she no 
strength, no power to grasp her life firmly, 
unafraid of honesty? She had. 

“I speak so definitely, Mrs. Manning, 
because, for all I know, have always 
known, the things you say about Kerry 
Maclouth, still the fact remains that he 
has come to mean more to me than any 
man ever has except Stephen. Knowing 
things doesn’t always help. That’s why | 
want to warn you about Louise.” 

Mrs. Manning's open eyes were utterly 
astonished. ‘‘But Louise is only fifteen.” 

“Exactly. She’s fifteen. And- as you 
and I know--an emotionally high-strung 
girl. The Major wouldn’t mean anything 

he never does, evidently, and I’m sure 
that with a child like Louise he'd fall over 
backward to be careful. But Louise is very 
impressionable, you know 

Suddenly something seemed to snap in 
Ann. She had come here to warn Mrs. 
Manning. These carefully modulated 
words were not enough. 


MRS. 


going. 
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more to it, Mrs. Manning. 
is than that. You see, I 
don’t honestly believe Kerry would be 
careful not careful! enough. He wasn’t 
with me. He’s honorable in a sense, but it 
comes on him a little late. The only per- 
ons a man like that can injure are real 


**There’s 


It’s more ser!ot 


reople— people like Louise and me, to 
hom emotior have permanent value, 
ho discard all other kinds, not because 


they want to but because they can’t help 
it. 1 wanted to protect myself, but I 
Louise won't be able to. A 


who's got the technique of 


wasn’t able to 

man like verry, 
rousing emotions and who needs to feel 
likes he has the 
If I've been 


only as much as he 
advantage of us every time. 
hurt, anybody can be hurt, because we all 
want to believe we are ‘different’. 

“Fortunately I have Stephen, 
much more of a person than Kerry will 
ever be, who cares about me— otherwise I 
think I should be unendurably hurt. I've 
been protected by Stephen, but I've been 
humiliated, too, by knowing that Kerry 
hasn't been worth the hurt he’s caused me. 
But Louise won't have even these protec- 
she’s too young.” 

Ann stopped. Mrs. Manning was look- 
ing at her, her round eyes staring. Ann 
finished what she had come to say. ‘‘That’s 
why I came today. To warn you, for 
Louise’s sake. I've seen how it is.” 

Well, I've done it, thought Ann. This is 
a juicy tidbit for the town. 

But Mrs. Manning’s eyes on Ann were 
very soft. She is a very good, a very kind 
person, thouecht Ann. I am glad I can 
know now I've done everything I can. 

“Ann?” Mrs. Manning was speaking 
“May I tell you that I think you are a very 
generous and brave person to come to me 
like this? I know what it must have cost 
you. I can only say that I appreciate it. 
But it surprises me that you of all people 

hould have had this happen to you. I 
confess I've been a little slow to appreciate 
the fact that you may not be as self- 
sufficient as you look. You are so cool, so 
poised always; it is difficult to think of you 
making any mistakes. It never occurred to 
me that you might need to know that 
well, that any woman, after she’s been 
married for a few years, and the excite- 
ment’s worn off, and the baby's little and 
demanding, and men dance with younger 
women who aren’t so pretty, and yet one’s 
still young— why something happens when 
another man 

“Mrs. Manning, no man will ever mean 
anything very much in my life except 
Stephen. That’s just a thing that’s so.’ 

“T’m sure of that.””. Mrs. Manning took 
one of Ann's hands, and patted it, affection 
beaming in her faded blue eyes. ‘‘Ann, I 
hope, I do so hope you aren’t going to want 
to leave this little town, and all of us.”’ 

“Leave you!” 

“I oughtn’t to tell you this. But we 
know that Columbia is going to make 
Stephen a good, very good, offer. Of 
course, your hushand can pretty well pick 
and choose, now, what he wants to do and 
where he wants to work. Only we're so 
proud that it was here—vou see, Mr. 
Manning —” Mrs. Manning paused, and 
then went on, impulsively. ‘You're such 
lovely young people, Ann. I don’t know 
any others who have come in and in so 
short a time made so much of a place for 
themselves. We'd like to keep you here. 
But I can appreciate that the city will 
attract you, especially with your work. 
Don’t speak of this to Stephen. I shouldn't 
have spoken of it to you before the offer is 
made, but I just thought that maybe if by 
yourself you had time to think. to choose 

because Stephen will want what you 
want.” 

Ann sat silent, wondering. 

“On the other hand, it will doubtless 
mean a full professorship for him here.” 

A little house—a big house, in the 
country, thought Ann. Dogs, horses. Ora 
shop in the city. Escape from Kerry. She 
rose suddenly. 

Mrs. Manning rose, too. “Ann, mav an 
older woman give you some advice? Don’t 
speak of Major Maclouth to anyone else as 
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O YOU know how to be smart on practically 
nothing? It’s a problem wives tussle with over the 
breakfast dishes, business women ponder at lunch, 
co-eds worry about more than exams. 

For every normal woman is interested in her own 
appearance and its improvement. But every woman 
doesn’t-know that it’s the terribly imnortant little things 
which can make or mar her. 

I’m just an average working woman, trying to get along 
on a moderate clothes budget, trying to make the best 
and the most of it. And I can testify, from personal and 
impecunious experience, that it’s not the clothes alone that 
count it’s the way you wear them, too! 

A kind friend said to me the other day, “You're well 
dressed. How do you manage it? Have you any ideas on 
the subject?” 

Have I? I should say I have. Here’s how! 

I believe, first of all, in ‘good fit’ and ‘“‘good fabric,”’ in 
spending more time at home planning what I want to buy, 
than in the shops, searching the sale racks. 

Decorator Elsie de Wolfe, who is quite as well known for 
her chic as for success in her profession, says, ‘“The cardinal 
virtue of all beauty is restraint.”” And certainly I agree 
with her. Gewgaws and unnecessary ornaments are dis- 
tressing. They stir up unrest--in costuming, as well as in 
decorating. You'll notice it’s distinctive simplicity for 
which so many smartly dressed women are famous. And 
simplicity comes easily this season, for fabrics are so lovely 
in themselves that they need little to enhance them. 


Perhaps you've said, “‘Oh it’s easy to be well dressed if 
you've plenty of money to spend.’’ But hundreds of 
obviously rich, and obviously ill-dressed women give your 
words the lie. Buy the most expensive suit you can find. 
Ignore it. Wear it without pressing. And in no time at all 
it will look like $10.95! 

Did you read that “open letter” from the distinguished 
dressmaker, Madame Schiaparelli, to her sub-deb daughter, 
Gogo? She said, in part, “To begin with, you won’t have a 
big dress allowance because I think it is a bad thing for 
young people (maybe for all women, I’m not sure); it takes 
them longer to acquire judgment if their mistakes cost 
them nothing.” 

She said, too, “Only the rich can afford cheap clothes. 
If something you see looks worth twice its price you may be 
sure the illusion will not last.” 

This business of being constantly well dressed only 
beoins with the costume itself. Personally, I believe a good 
clothesbrush in the hand is worth three frocks in the closet. 
And whether I need it or not, I never go outside the front 
door without having brushed myself fore and aft. Powder 
on the hat brim can spoil the most skilful coiffure! Inci- 
dentally, it’s a saving to indulge in a really good hair-do. 
A clever hairdresser knows his business. I let him tell me 
how I should wear my curly locks. 

REMEMBER THE time you spent as a child, planning a 


whole wardrobe from shoes to hats and wraps for 
every costume? Let’s have a return [Continued on page 36} 
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That’s what everyone says to the 
writer of this article. Yet she is a 
business girl with a slender salary. 
Read about her secret of chic on 
practically nothing. 
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HERE | AM 
SITTING HOME THE 
NIGHT OF JOE'S 
FRATERNITY DANCE. 













AM 1 GLAD 1 FOUND OUT 
HOW TO GUARD AGAINST 
COSMETIC SKIN! LUX 
TOLET 


Sawer GOES 













ANY a girl loses out 

on popularity be- 
cause she lets Cosmetic Skin 
spoil her looks. There’s a soap that 
removes cosmetics thoroughly— 
guards against this danger. 

When cosmetics are allowed to 
choke the pores, Cosmetic Skin de- 
velops—dullness, little blemishes, en- 
larged pores. Lux Toilet Soap’s ACTIVE 
lather sinks deep into the pores—cleans- 
es thoroughly—protects your skin. a 

Use it before you renew make-up— — 
ALWAYS before you go to bed—to be 
sure pores are free of hidden bits of 
stale cosmetics, dust and dirt. 9 out 
of 10 screen stars use Lux Toilet Soap! 


Mere Oberon 
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A, 1 USE COSMETICS, BUT 
I'M TAKING NO CHANCES 
WiTH COSMETIC SKIN. 
THAT'S WHY ! USE 
LUX TOILET SOAP 
FAITHFULLY 
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Tummy Ache 


(Continued from page | !} 





out, but Nurse said she’d been a bad little 
girl not to eat, and wouldn’t stay. Just 
went out and slammed the door. 


The night was full of waking up, and | 


being scared. And the morning wasn’t any 
better. Even though it was the day of 
Sheila’s party. It was going to be a very 
big party, too. The whole Beach Club 
rented. And Cecily Ann had been promised 
that she could go down for a while to look 
at it. She’d planned to wear her new pink 
voile that looked like pink salt-water 
taffy. 

But when it came time to dress, Nurse 
asked advice, and Emily, the upstairs 
maid, said: “Better the light blue. She 
won’t show up so white against that.’ 

So Cecily Ann wore the light blue. And 
when they got to the party it wasn’t any 
fun at all. The guests weren’t there yet. 


Grownups never came to parties on time, | 
Nurse said; and she stopped in the lobby 


to talk to the beach boy, who had on a 
dark uniform with shining buttons instead 
of the white suit he wore when he set up 
umbrellas on the sand. 


Leaving Nurse talking there, Cecily Ann | 
began to look around. She thought she’d | 


better do all the walking she could before 
she began to deform, and her legs dried up 
so she wouldn’t be able to walk any more. 
She walked through the lounge, one end 


of which was covered with flowers; and | 


through the dining room where the chairs 
and tables had been set back against the 


wall and an orchestra was making strum- | 


ming noises that would soon grow into | 


music. She walked through the bar where | 


two extra men in white were polishing 
away on glasses. She walked into the 
children’s dining room. 


This was all changed around. The little | 


short-legged tables had been taken away, 
and, instead, there were tall ones—-some 
long, a few round—and every one covered 
with platters of food. Cecily Ann was 
wondering at them, when she heard a 
tapping on the window. 

She turned and saw a face. Katsy’s face. 
Only it was different from the way Katsy’s 
face usually looked. The nose was snubbed 
flat against the pane, and the eyes were 
round and staring. But when the face saw 
Cecily Ann coming toward the window, it 
changed back to the same old Katsy 
again. 

“Huh!” Katsy’s voice scorned right 
through the glass. ‘Looks likes you're 
having a party.” 

“It’s my mother’s party,’”’ explained 
Cecily Ann. ‘I’m just looking at it.” 

“I might come in and look, too,” said 
Katsy. “That is, if you’ve got gumption 
enough to open the window.” 


, 


CECILY ANN undid the latch on the 
French window, and Katsy came in. She 
stood and looked around with her mouth 
dropped open. Her nose sniffed excitedly, 
and her eyes began to glisten. Cecily Ann 
guessed it was because of the food on the 
platters. It was really wonderful food. No 
health biscuits or vegetables or custards 
or jelly-puddings, but squares and rounds 
and beehives, brightly colored as the 
ornaments on a Christmas tree. 

“Huh!” said Katsy at last. ‘‘Where’s 
the watermelon?” 

“Watermelon?” repeated Cecily Ann. 

“It ain’t much of a party if there ain’t 
watermelon,’ Katsy pronounced. ‘“‘My 
folks wouldn’t have a beach party without 
watermelon. They’ve got one at the 
public beach now, with a bonfire and 
wienies and beer and two whole water- 
melons.” She pointed to a platter of small 
toast squares, splattered with black 

{Continued on page 52} 
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A “common” cold can take hold 
quickly and develop seriously un- 
less prompt and efficient measures 
are taken to stop it the first day. 


To treat it properly you've got to 
realize that a cold is an internal in- 
fection requiring internal treat- 
ment that goes right to the source 
of the infection quickly and effec- 
tively. 

This is the kind of action you ob- 
tain’ from GROVE’S BROMO 
QUININE. It does the four neces- 
sary things to treat a cold properly. 


1. It opens the bowels gently but 
effectively. 


2. It combats the cold germs and 
fever in the system 


3. It relieves the headache and 
“grippy”’ feeling 


4, It tones up the system and 
helps fortify against further 
attacks. 


At the first sign of a cold go to 
your druggist. Buy a box of 
GROVE’'S BROMO QUININE. 
Make sure you get Grove’s. Start 
taking the tablets two at a time. If 
taken promptly GROVE’S BROMO 
QUININE will usually stop a cold 
in 24 hours. 


This is the kind of action you 
need — and get with GROVE'S 
BROMO QUININE, the standby of 
thousands in the treatment of colds 
for more than forty years. 634 
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THE SKIN 


GAME 


by ANNABELLE LEE 


SKILL AT skiing won’t get you very far if 
your skin’s like an old orange peel. And 
however well you skate, if you'll forgive 
my saying so, you won't cut much ice with 
the lads about town if your hands feel like 
nutmeg graters. 

If charm means anything, it’s not so 
much what you do at winter sports, as what 
they do to you! that you should watch. 

But there are tricks in every trade 
even the important one of being beautiful. 
Don’t think I would suggest that you lose 
one minute of that glorious exhilaration 
you get from your contact with the great 
outdoors. It gives you a healthful, inner 
sparkle that can’t be acquired syntheti- 
cally. But if the softened lights of a supper 
dance or cabaret are going to find you as 
enchantingly feminine as ever; and if your 
low-backed gown and your bare arms 
aren’t going to tell winter tales, you'll want 
to be watching a few things carefully. 

Fortify and protect your skin when 
you're out-of-doors in winter time, and 
you'll outshine any little Alice sit-by-the- 
fire any evening of the week. 

But you must take care. 

There are special skin creams in all the 
better-known beauty preparations for just 
this purpose. I went down to see a number 
of well-known beauty consultants recently 
in New York, and everywhere I heard of 
special creams, oils, lotions and treatments 
to combat the roughening effects of winter 
wind, the glaring strain of sun on snow, 
and its resultant eye strain or crinkles, the 
ugly look of lips cracked by cold weather. 

The most important thing is, use plenty 
of oil. Very oily creams or 
oils alone are the most 
effective agents you can 
find in combating sharp 
winds. Keep hands, face 
and throat well rubbed. 
If it’s a long trek, carry a 
little jar of oil or heavy 
cream in your pocket. Use 
a small dose now and then 
as the day wears on. 

Another thing you 
can't afford to make up 
without a good base. Per- 
haps in summer you like 
the shiny look of skin 
without cream; or even a 
light dusting of powder 
over nose and chin, and a 
very natural appearance. 
But in winter your cos- 
metics will become very 
temperamental if you try 
to use them without 
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creams. Rouge sometimes goes splotchy, 
powder does that most difficult of things 
gets flaky, and won’t cover. And it’s not 
the fault of the cosmetics—it’s an intrigue 
between your skin and winter weather. 

So, when you’re off to ski or toboggan or 
skate, put on a good powder base—use a 
heavier, more oily one than you usually do, 
or even a straight oil, as many girls do. 
Then, make up fairly sparingly. Nothing 
exotic or too vivid. The exercise and air 
will mix well with your rouge in giving you 
color. And remember that the finest mas- 
caras don’t take overly well to wet snow! 
So, aside from a little protective cream 
around your eyes to keep away those tiny 
strain wrinkles, leave them alone as much 
as possible. Of course you'll wear goggles 
against the sun. 

And don’t forget a bit of oil or cream 
around your ankles as well as your wrists 
and hands. [Although you'll be well stock- 
inged during the winter, a rough red ridge 
isn’t very pretty under sheer silk stockings, 
when you go a-dancing 
again. Watch your nails 
they need protective oil 
before you go out and 
when you come in, to 
guard against stiffness of 
cuticles. 

Special application of 
creams at night and morn- 
ing is advised by skin 
specialists. Your protec- 
tive cream will prevent 
soreness and chapped skin, 
when you go out; a medi- 
cated cream will repair 
damage that has been 
done. 

During the winter 
months you should take at 
least five minutes each 
day—more if possible 
and sit rubbing a lotion or 
oil into your hands. Mas- 

{Continued on page 44} 
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CAN’T CHAFE The sides of Kotex are cushioned in 


a special, soft, downy cotton to prevent chafing and irritation. 
Thus Wondersoft Kotex provides lasting comfort and freedom. 
But sides only are cushioned—the center surface is free to absorb. 
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CAN’T FAIL The filler of Kotex is actually 5 TIMES more 


absorbent than cotton. A special ‘Equalizer’ center guides 
moisture evenly the whole length of the pad. Gives “body” 
but not bulk — prevents twisting and roping. 








CAN’T SHOW The rounded ends of Kotex are flattened 


and tapered to provide absolute invisibility. Even the sheerest 
dress, the closestefitting gown, reveals no tell-tale lines or wrinkes. 


_ 


QUEST and KOTEX, Quest ts/ 


the new positive deodorant powder 


* * * 

3 TYPES OF KOTEX... ALL AT 
THE SAME LOW PRICE 

OF Sanitary napkins. Buy it with Kotex, 


Regular, Junior and Super — for 
KOTEX BELTS —+. make Kotex 


different women, different days, comfort complete. Nearro 
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WONDERSOFT KOTEX 
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And KLEENEX is kind to tender little noses 
@ Kleenex is twice as soft as cotton, five times 
more absorbent. That’s why it is soothing to 
tender little noses, why it avoids the agony of 


a raw, red, inflamed nose caused by repeatedly 
using a damp cold-laden handkerchief. 










Handy 
Pull-Out 
Package 


Insist on 
genuine Kleenex 
Ask for it by 
name. 
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The man-tailored short jacket suit 

- to wear under heavy winter coats 
— has returned again this winter. It 
received such a send-off last year that 
| knew it would have to come in again 
this winter. Most girls look their best 
in tailored suits of this type — and, of 
course, you can always wear a bright 
little blouse, so that even if you stop 
off for a cup of tea with a friend, 


your suit is quite pert looking and 
dressy... 
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huge tulip here and there — in the 


different tulip colors. Gorgeous! 


The little bolero, either on a dres 
or in a sweater, is a very much liked 
number. Something very gay and 
young about them — but of course 
they're not for you women who have 
let your waistline get away on you... 


Plenty of evening fun going around 
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for your new Easter outfit. Remem- 
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Discards and Part Scores 


“What shall I discard?’’ Ah there's the rub— 
and often the real trick of the bridge game 


- by AMY STEVENSON 


DISCARDING IS a vital part of the 
science of contract bridge and it has sel- 
dom received the attention it deserves. 
Unfortunately, it is difficult to lay down 
hard and fast rules, but a few hints may 
be useful. 

Let us suppose you are being “‘squeezed”’ 
—that is, an opponent is running off a long 
suit on which you, and perhaps your part- 
ner as well, are forced to discard. This is 
sometimes termed the ‘‘pseudo-squeeze.” 
Well, if possible, do not both give up the 
same suit: if your partner is throwing away 
spades, try to keep a guard in that suit 
yourself. Of course this does not apply 
where your partner has shown strength in 
the suit already. In that case you can turn 
your attention to the other suits. But 
watch all his discards very carefully-——per- 
haps he at one time bid a spade and you 
hoped he had a winner in that suit. Now 
if he discards spades more than once, and 
in an upward direction—first a low card 
then a higher—his spades are probably 
worthless. When possible, keep one or 
more cards in each suit, even if they are 
very low cards, otherwise you make things 
too easy for the declarer. If you give up 
every heart you hold, and he now starts on 
the heart suit, he can see at once that all 
the missing cards are in your partner’s 
hand, and he knows exactly how to play. 
It is very good advice to give the oppon- 
ents a chance to make a mistake (which is 
just why “always cover an honor with an 
honor” is such an unwise maxim!). When 
“squeezing,” I have often made extra 
tricks by noticing that my opponents were 
throwing away cards in my long suit—or 
even in my short suit. Suppose I hold ace 
and three little clubs, and my dummy has 
King and one small. Either it is ‘‘no 
trump,” or the trumps are all gone, and I 
notice that between them my opponents 
have discarded four clubs. Four from 
thirteen leaves nine, of which I hold six 
and three are out against me, and I make 
at least one small club, besides my Ace and 


King. 


THE HIGH-LOW discard—the come-on 
signal—is a relic of whist play, where it 
meant “lead trumps.” It is now generally 
used to invite a continuation of the suit. 
If I lead off King-Ace of clubs and my part- 
ner plays first a five and then a four, I know 


he is saying “I have only two clubs, and 
can trump the third round’’—or “I have 
a winner in the suit.”” In any case, go on 
with clubs. By-the-by, it is always wise, 
when playing with strangers, to ask part- 
ner about the “‘signals’” he uses. Some 
players always make their first discard 
from the suit they want led, while others 
play a high card, six or over, from the pre- 
ferred suit. In fact, the play of a low card 
is generally a discouraging signal. If part- 
ner is in the lead, it would mean “‘shift to 
another suit.” 

Some people use these signals in a very 
clever way. 

A new convention is the ‘‘lead-directing 
signal.”” Suppose that hearts are trumps, 
and your partner leads you a small dia- 
mond. Studying dummy’s cards and your 
own, you decide that it is a singleton. Now 
you have the Ace of diamonds, and can 
give him a ruff. But you have also the Ace 
of spades—how can you tell him that you 
want a spade returned? Lead an unneces- 
sarily high diamond, such as the 9. This 
says “Partner, lead back a card of the 
higher-ranking of the two suits (not 
trumps).”” The two remaining suits are 
spades and clubs; therefore he must lead 
you a spade. The return of a low diamond 
would mean “‘lead a club.”’ Of course, you 
must arrange this with your partner 
beforehand. 

As to part scores, of course they are 
important—very important. As in con- 
tract bridge you cannot score game unless 
you have bid it, it is obviously helpful to 
have, say, a score of 40, when two of a 
major suit will take you out-——or better 
still, a score of 60, which only needs one 
“no trump” for a game bid. But there 
is another angle to be considered. When 
opponents have a part score, and the 
dealer makes an opening bid short of game, 
it is often a mistake to give him a chance 
to rebid, even when you have a biddable 
hand. 

If you pass, his partner may be unable 
to put him up, and your partner will prob- 
ably pass too, or if the partner keeps the 
bidding open, the original bidder may go 
too high, and be doubled for a penalty. 
Here is a hand which illustrates my point 

both sides vulnerable, North and South 
60 on the rubber game: 

{Continued on page 43} 
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It wasnt the Blizzard 
‘that turned him cold | 
‘twas her red rough hands! 


OUR WHOLE DAY WAS SPOILED when 
Bill saw my red, chapped hands. They did 
look horrid. I'd tried everything but I 
couldn’t seem to get my hands smooth... 


THEN— 


I HEARD HOW WONDERFULLY 
Jergens Lotion softens hard hand skin. 
I use Jergens all the time now and 
Bill says, “Put your dear soft hands 


against my face.” 





but Jergens brought back 
Warmth and Romance! 


ATER—as well as wind and 
cold—is hard on your hands. 


| It takes away their special beautify- 


ing moisture. Yet women say they 
wash their hands eight times most 
days—have them in water at least 
eight times more. 

No wonder hands tend to crack 


_ and chap in winter—look red, feel 


harsh. But Jergens Lotion heals that 


| chapping and roughness in no time. 


Why is Jergens so effective? First, 
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this lotion restores moisture inside 
the skin cells, where hand skin needs 
it. Tests prove Jergens goes into the 
dry skin more thoroughly than any 
other lotion tested. It leaves no sticki- 
ness. Second, Jergens contains two 
famous ingredients that doctors use 
for softening and whitening coarse 
red hands. The first application 
helps you. Use Jergens regularly for 
soft gracious hands a man loves. On 
sale at drug, department, 10¢ stores, 


Jercens Loon 


FREE/ Generous SAMPLE 


Prove for yourself how swiftly and thoroughly Jergens goes into the 


skin, conserves and renews the youthful softness of your hands! 


The Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd., 839 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario 


PLEASE PRINT 
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Germ-Destroying Ingredient 
Helps Protect from Blemish, 
Vitamin D Quickens Breathing 
Process of the Skin 


ERE are beauty creams, made by 

skin scientists, that help guard 
your complexion from hateful blem- 
ishes, a dread in every woman’s life. 


Woodbury’s Creams are germ-free. 
Scientifically treated to stay free from 
germ-growth as long as they last! Espe- 
cially if your skin is delicate, you'll 
want this added protection against the 
blemishes, so often traceable to germs. 


Remember, too, your skin must 
breathe ...take up oxygen, throw off 
wastes. This breathing process is rapid 
in young skins. To speed up the youth- 
ful breathing of skin cells, Sunshine 
Vitamin D has now been added to 
Woodbury’s Cold Cream. 


Tonight apply this lovely cold cream 
generously over face and neck. How 
welcome it feels to dry, parched tis- 
sues! And tomorrow before you put on 
make-up, use Woodbury’s Germ-free 
Facial Cream. This fragrant founda- 
tion gives your skin a velvety smooth- 
ness. Each of these famous creams, 
50¢, 25¢, 15¢ in jars; 25¢, 10¢ in tubes. 
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unruffled by | 


Lines or Blemish with these 
GERM:FREE Beauty Creams 


SEND for 9-PIECE Complexion Kit! 


It contains trial tubes of Woodbury’s Cold and Facial 
Creams; guest-size Woodbury’s Facial Soap; 6 shades 
Woodbury’s Facial Powder. Send 10¢ to cover mailing 
costs. Address John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Dept. 739, 
Perth, Ontario. 
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“How Smart You Look” 


(Continued from page 33) 





to childhood in that respect at least. Let's 
consider clothes as a collection, and never 
buy anything which doesn’t fit into it. At 
the beginning of every season I take stock 
of myself, reckoning what I'll need for its 
working and leisure hours. Spring demands 
at least one good suit for those days which 
are neither cold nor hot. Summer can’t be 
enjoyed without lots of comfortable sports 
things, simple, easily laundered. Autumn 
days call for businesslike costumes, the sort 
which can go on under heavy topcoats 
later on; and winter suggests more formal 
clothes, shoes which can be worn under 
storm-shoes, better fabrics and a new 
assortment of warm accessories. I look 
over my old clothes, paying special atten- 
tion to those my friends admired, and 
those in which I felt most comfortable. 
Then I renovate the renovatable, send the 
rest to local charities, and set to work to 
replace the deficiencies. 

Choice of a dominant color-note around 
which the wardrobe can be built, is one of 
the important steps. And it’s a most 
necessary one. so long as economy lurks 
somewhere in the background. Changing 
accessories to suit the occasion and the 
mood is a favorite indoor pastime with 
most women. With the removal of a day- 
time neckerchief and suéde belt from the 
plain black wool street frock, and the 
addition of a jewelled girdle, dressy cos- 
tume bracelet, clips, and veiled chapeau, 
one achieves a dinner-dancing costume in 
place of the casual ‘‘Annie-by-the-day.” 

I’m convinced, too, that my wardrobe 
and I both need an occasional lift, with a 
bright stabbing of color. True, it has been 
a big season for black. But it’s one for 
brilliant hues, too. So I'll select one 
danger red, Coronation blue, lush purple 
. . . for my very own. And “white for my 
face, with black for my figure.” 

Perhaps we should say a bit more about 
the importance of a good coat in the 
scheme of things, especially for winter. 
Somebody said the other day, that it 
doesn’t matter what you wear under your 
wrap. . . only your friends will see you in 
the intimacy of the drawing-room. And 
they'll love you, no matter what you have 
on. But what about the chance observers? 
The men and women who see you in the 
trams, on the street, in the shops? They're 
going to judge you, not (unfortunately !) by 
the gay, good-looking frock of this season's 
smartness, but by the somewhat down-at- 
heel winter coat which covers it! 





Marriage Made 


on Earth 
(Continued from page 24) 





‘Well, Tod will soon teach you to dance 
and drink cocktails,’” he said, then turned 
away abruptly and went over to the 
window. When he spoke again it was 
impersonally, a _ banality about the 
weather. He was looking down into the 
street while Beverly regarded his back, 
puzzled and inexplicably hurt. But when 
he turned to say: 

**Here’s Tod now,” she ceased to notice 
him. She started up from her chair, her 
face alight, then with an effort sat down 
again, in some confusion. But no effort 
could dim the brilliance of her lovely eyes 
Happiness shone in her like a lamp, and 
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But to return to those little things that 
count. There are a dozen small tips which 
should be included in the daily routine. 
This matter of make-up, for instance. 
Don’t you think it’s better to cultivate an 
“intellectual (?) pallor’ all the time, than 
to be pink-cheeked one day and distress- 


ingly pale the next? But lipsticks —there 
you have something different! I have at 
least half a dozen lip-rouges, which | 


change to complement my costumes. A 
dirty face is no worse than an orange lip- 
stick with a raspberry dress. Perhaps it 
seems incongruous to discuss cosmetics 
with costumes. Yet how important a part 
they play in painting the perfect picture! 

Spotless collars and cuffs, colorful 
costume jewellery to ‘“‘spell-off” on odd 
days these are useful, too. Choosing 
the costume best suited to the occasion 1s 
only possible when clothes are kept in 
repair. And I'm a firm believer in buying 
when I don’t need, against the day when I 
shall. Good gloves, beautiful lingerie on 
sale, silk stockings at a reduced price, are 
always good investments. But sale-price 
oddments which don’t match me or my 
wardrobe, are expensive at anything over a 
dime! 


“BE CONSISTENT” is the best general 
advice one can give, both for make-up and 
diess. Say what you like about personal 
charm, it’s still important to keep stocking 
seams straight, hands well groomed, and 
clothes fresh in appearance—all the time! 
Nobody's going to remember how stunning 
my frock and how shining my coiffure on 
Saturday night, if for the rest of the week I 
go around looking like a frump. I don't 
flatter myself that I’m another Elisabeth 
Bergner who can be wholly appealing in an 
old sweater and skirt with a beret pulled on 
over tousled locks. 

“For goodness sake, dress at home,’’ is the 
man’s reaction to the woman whose con- 
stant fussing with her frock gives her 
friends the jumps. And it’s a suggestion 
we can all take to heart. Spend an extra 
half hour tucking in stray curls, putting 
on make-up, brushing and pressing clothes. 
Survey yourself, then, in the longest and 
most brightly lighted mirror in the house. 
Be sure you're as trim as can be. AND 
THEN FORGET ABOUT IT! Keep your 
hands away from your hair and face. 
Primp with thoroughness and satisfaction 
in your own boudoir but not on the 
street, not in the tram, certainly not in the 


restaurant, the theatre, the drawing- 
room. 
The well-groomed woman dresses to 


satisfy herself. If her public happens to be 
around, let’s hope it will approve. But 
stronger than this desire to please, is the 
urge to be well and appropriately dressed, 
because it helps her to be happier, more 
confident and consequently more successful. 


the man observing her caught his breath, 
dazzled by that exquisite radiance. She 
was a beautiful thing, just then, the most 
beautiful he had ever seen, fresh, un- 
touched and perfect, like a flower opened 
in the dawn and involuntarily he put out 
his hand. 

“Don’t do it,” he said urgently. ‘Not 
today. Give yourself just a little time.” 

But Beverly, her ears strained to catch 
the sound of Tod’s footsteps, did not hear 
him. 

Afterward she did not remember the 
events of the following hours in any clear 
sequence. A few things stood out: Tod's 
graven profile as he repeated the words of 
the marriage ceremony; the woman in the 
bright red coat, commandeered as their 
second witness; clattering down the iron- 
tipped steps of the bleak offices; the blaze 
of sunlight in the street, and Matheson 
saying strangely, 

“If you’re ever in a very tight corner, 
will you let me help?” 

An odd thing to say. 

{To be Continued} 
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New Life for an Old War robe eo 8 


by 
CAROLYN DAMON 


Fashion Editor 


There's nothing like 

A lively little jacket 

Or a crisp new blouse 

To offset February doldrums 

(The kind that hit your wardrobe 

Before the spring styles are above ground). 





Paris says suits again — 

Only more so. 

And that means we're blouse-minded 
And little-coat-conscious 


on- 

- And attuned to tunics. 

ish. 

_ Satin, or a fine sheer, 

SH Like mousseline 

100 Or nun's veiling 

an Would give a graceful 

" , Beauty to the lingerie blouse (726) 
A mist grey, perhaps, with dull rose buttons. 

tif And the pert little buttoned coat 7.41 

a Wants canary yellow linen 

1e, Interwoven with black. 

in For that very tailored morning outfit 

xe (Big girl or little) 

'W Wear a crisp piqué 

a- Or a dull wool crépe 

rs In one of the glowing 

P Wine or pottery shades. 

st 
Make a sheer tunic 
In a pale spring violet 
With deep purple buttons and skirt (730) 
Run up a zestful printed silk coat (728) 
Of Coronation blue, beige — patterned 
For a neutral-toned frock. 
Do the snug little peplum-coat (727) 
In a light-weight flecked woollen 
(Turquoise, with a black scalloping 
And black skirt). 

% 


Descriptions of patterns on page 83. These 
are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered 
from leading stores or direct from Chatelaine 
Pattern Service, 48! University Ave., Toronto, 
Ont. When ordering, give the number and 
size desired. Price of all patterns, 15 cents. 
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DESIGN 
for SLEEP 


Colonial Sheets 
are made in sev- 
eral grades from 
sturdy inexpensive 
weaves to the finest 
of percales. Whatever 
grade you choose you'll 
find them snowy-white in 
colour, smooth-textured and able to stand trip after 
trip to the laundry without showing signs of wear. 
Colonial Sheets and Pillow Slips are an invitation to 
sleep. Canada’s finest since 1846, they are the finest 
whitewear value of the day. 


MAG0G fastesr Jabries 


Sunfast, Tubfast and offered each season in a limitless range 
of weaves and patterns. Tailor into the smartest frocks imagin- 
able — frocks that hold their drape and colour — frocks that 
are a joy to wear. Whether you MAKE YOUR OWN or go in 
for ready-to-wear, insist on Magog Fastest Fabrics. 


DOMINION TEXTILE COMPANY LIMITED 
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by Annabelle Lee 


@ 


Have you a black dress that you | 


would like to change to one of the 


vital new colors? Did you know it | i 


was possible? Scientists have made 
another discovery — and women are 
the lucky winners by it. For now there 
is on the market a color remover — 
a completely safe, fine powder — 
that takes out the color of an old 
frock. Then you can dye it in one of 
the vivid new shades. There are 
glorious opportunities ahead for 
dresses that heretofore we thought 
impossible to dye in a new shade. 
Now you can change any dark color 


to any light or bright color — or an- | 


other dark shade if you want to. 
Sounds magical — but you'll find it 
a thrilling fact. 


Snow-white and Rose-red. It used 


to be a charming fairy tale, now it's | 
on every wise woman's dressing table | 
— a rose-red, fragrant cream in a | 


snow-white jar, that keeps the nails 


lustrous and pliable. In the cold 
weather particularly, dry, brittle nails 
are a daily trouble — but you'll be 
delighted with the appearance of 
your finger-tips when this cream is 
working for you. 


2 
Throat tending to look a little 


"“crépe-y'"'? Canadian winters are 
hard on it and so are the passing 


| years. Too many women give their 


sss 


complexions intelligent care and 
ignore the tell-tale neck. Here's a 
valuable new cream that's a boon for 
any dry skin — and especially dedi- 
cated to keep the throat soft and 
white and beautiful. It's rich in 
fragrant oils and should be in the 
beauty kit of every woman over 


thirty. - 


In key with the times is a regal 
new perfume that has recently been 
designed to wear with the rich-hued 
Coronation colors. It's a haunting 
fragrance that brings a new subtlety 
with it. 

€ 


Special for the outdoors girl. 
A tamous beauty house suggests a 
compact, convenient kit for days in 
the winter world. There are four flat 
metal containers, with outdoor 
creams — designed to help your skin 
in the cold weather, with a practical 
mirror, @ powder puff and comb 
tucked away beside a small lipstick. 
A zipper closes the bag, which 
slings neatly on a belt, or tucks easily 
away in your pocket. 


& 
Want detailed information about 


these products? Write to Annabelle 
Lee and she'll gladly send it to you, 
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ieT YOUR NEEDLE wry, 


you A F2€€ TRip 


ON 


113 PRIZE 


FOR EMBROIDERING 
A CORONATION MOTIF 


Ist PRIZE 


Round trip cabin passage to Lon- 
don, Eng., sailing from Montreal, 
April 29th, 1937, or value in cash. 


Qnd PRIZE - - - $50 IN CASH 
3rd PRIZE - - - $25 IN CASH 


10 Prizes of $5 each, as well as 100 
Fancy Sewing Boxes containing an 
assortment of Coats’ and Clark’s 
Threads. 


@ Embroider a Coronation Motif 
on your clothes—use it as a 
decorative note in your home, 
on your household linens—in 
honor of the great spectacle next 
May. You'll find it in our new 
“Coronation Embroidery Con- 
test Book”—and full particulars 
as to how you may win that trip 
to London for the year’s most 
thrilling event. 


HOW YOU CAN WIN 


Select any design from our “Coron- 
ation Embroidery Contest Book” 
and embroider it on any article 
you choose. For the most artistic 
adaptation of a design taken from 
the book as well as the most beau- 
tifully worked, we offer the free 
trip to London. 112 other valu- 
able awards, 


CLARK’S““Anchor’ 
STRAN TTON 


Made in Canada by the Makers of Coats’ 
and Clark's 6-Cord Spool Cotton. 


Get the Coronation 
Embroidery Contest 
Book at your usual 
Store or use the coupon 
289 















The Canadian Spool Cotton Compan 
Dept, X-62, P.O. Box 519, Monteeat, P.Q. 


I enclose 25c. Please send me ‘Coronation 
Embroidery Contest Book”, complete with 
transfers and working instructions, and full 
details of your Coronation Contest. 









Na me 
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CONTEST CLOSES MARCH 27th, 1937 





ALSO $809 IN PRIZES OFFERED BY THE 
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= Frocks That Give Service 
With A Smile 


Now is the time for a good new dress to come to the aid of 


























the winter-weary wardrobe. It must be practical for nine-to-five 
wear. It ought to be gay and zestful to stimulate the feminine 
mind. It could be, definitely, one of these smart workaday 
frocks that show the first impress of spring designs. Make 723 
in a cashmere mixture, softest blue grey, with piping of rust. 
A flecked wool herringbone design, in pottery green, would 
make 733 very effective. Try the sister frocks, 731, in the new 
worsted spun rayon (a fine silk and wool mixture) in black, with 
turquoise trimming, and the coat frock, 737, would be its best 
in a corded broadcloth, over a stained glass wool-cotton print. 
Make the coat in brown, and the print could be the gayest 
combination of turquoise and orange, beige with orange, or 
fuchsia with periwinkle — all new two-tone effects. 


These styles are Chatelaine Patterns. They may be obtained 
from stores in most cities, or direct from the Chatelaine 
Pattern Service, 48! University Avenue, Toronto. Back views 
and material requirements appear on page 83, 
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CHATELAINE PATTERNS 


PRICE 15 CENTS 


February is a kettle-on-the-hearth 
sort of month, afternoon and evening. 
Nothing is more flattering to women 
charmingly frocked than the flicker- 
ing light of flames. For gay little 
evenings, make lovely, youthful 734 
of white chiffon over a satin slip, with 
scarlet in flowers and hankie. Try 724 
in'a black crépe, with bands of black 
cire satin and an American beauty 
shaded scarf tie. 
companion frock, 738, would be ef- 
fective in turquoise blue wool crépe, 
with crisp lace of brown nutria shade. 
You might try 739 in a chartreuse dull 
travel crépe, with the softly folded 
collar in pale gold. The gay little 
debutante frock, 725, would be ef- 


The quaint little 


738 


fective in one of the new prints in the 
gayest of holiday shades — in a crisp 
organza or a fresh-looking mousseline. 
If your background were black, you 
might have the buttons and bows of 


FIRELIGHT | 
FAVORITES 





apple green, and a green and orange 
ombination in the print. 
Descriptions of patterns on page 
83. These are Chatelaine patterns 
and may be ordered from leading 
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direct from Chatelaine 
Pattern Service, 481 University Ave., 
Toronto, Ont. When ordering, give 
the number and size desired. Price of 
all patterns, 15 cents, 


stores or 


1937 


ks 


e 


1 


t led 
r her 
| the 
lis is 


vere 
» for 
a2 
ono 
lling 
» by 
~hen 
nd I 
the 
king 
out 


” 


Ww. 


rly, 
ing 
od - 
ms: 
ue. 

or 
the 


CHATELAINE, FEBRUARY, 1937 





There’s a 


satisfaction in being | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


prepared for winter—| 


| 
| 


with 
eood general 


resistance! 








| 
Winter discomforts are prevalent right | 
now. This month and the months just 
ahead are the ““peak season’’ for theft. 
Low general resistance helps to explain 
why. Too littie exercise, fresh air, sun- 
shine, tend to deplete your physical 
forces at this season. 
One way to escape the uncertainty of 


wondering whether you'll be affected by 


winter discomforts, or whether you'll get 
through this year without them, is to act at | 
once before they overtake you. Try 4dex. | 
It will help protect you in advance. 

Taken every day, Adex contributes | 
greatly to your general resistance. It con- 
tains Vitamin A, often called a “‘first line 
of defense’’ at this time of year. Adex 
also provides ‘‘sunshine”’ Vitamin D, | 


another factor you probably need now. 

Both these vitamins in Adex are ob- 
tained from good cod liver oil, halibut 
liver oil and other natural sources. 

Start with Adex, and keep it up regu- 
larly all winter. The only fair test is. to | 
take it every day. A bottle on the break- | 
fast table every morning will serve as a 
daily reminder. 

Now in convenient tablets or capsules | 
at any reliable drug store. Prepared by 
E. R. Squibb& Sons, manufacturing chem- 
ists to the medical profession since 1858. 


ADEX 


The modern way for adults to take Vitamins A and D 





e-/ 


One tablet equals a spoonful of good cod liver oil 








6 sts. in stocking stitch at the beginning 
and end of row instead of 12. 

Work 1 pattern. 

Next Row—K18, pattern to within 18, 
K18. Work 1 pattern with 18 sts. each 
end of needle in stocking stitch. 

Next Row —K30, pattern to within 30, 
K30. Work 1 pattern with 30 sts. each 
end of needle in stocking stitch. 

Next Row—K42, pattern to within 42, 
K42. Work 1 pattern, keeping 42 sts. each 
end of needle in stocking stitch. 

Working all in stocking stitch, cast off 


6 sts. at the beginning of each of the next | 
2 rows. Cast off 3 sts. at the beginning of | | 


every row until 22 sts. remain. Cast off. 

COLLAR—Pick up and knit 88 sts. 
around neck. Work 4 rows ribbing (K2, 
P2). Work in garter stitch, increasing 1 st. 


in 3rd st. each end of needle every 2nd row | 


until there are 15 ridges. Cast off. 

Sew all seams neatly and evenly. Press 
lightly. Finish opening by lacing with a 
crochet chain. 

CHAIN—With double wool work a 
chain about 12 inches. Work s.c. along 
chain. 





Discards and 
Part Scores 
(Continued from page 37) 





NORTH 
&—Q82 
V—12 
@—10985 
0652 
WEST EAST 
&—K 106 @—-A953 
Y—KQ5 ¥y—J 103 
o—63 @—J7 
de AKJ74 de 10983 
SOUTH 
a@—J74 
Y—A9876 
@-—AKQ42 


South—! Heart. 

West—Double. (He can support spades or 
clubs and is prepared to go to two no 
trump if partner bids diamonds). 

North—Pass. 

East—1 Spade. 

South—2 Diamonds. 

West hesitated between 2 spades and 
3 clubs, and finally bid 2 spades. 

North—3 diamonds—all passed, and South 
made his contract with ease. Now had 
West laid low, South would have been 
left in with 1 heart—not a game bid. 
So, unless you see a clear prospect of 
making game yourself, think a little 
before disturbing opponents’ non-game 
bid, especially when the latter have a | 
part score. 


WINTER | 
by Dorothy M. Brown 


Deep drifts the snow, 
The skies are grey, 
And summer seems 
Such years away 
That it is difficult 

To think 

Here have flowered 
Phlox and pink — 
Only frost upon 

The bough, 

Hangs the trees with 
Blossoms now. 
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They Become Little “Dirt Pockets’ and 
Produce Blackheads, Enlarged Pores, 
Muddy Skin and Other Blemishes! 


» Lely Either 


When you do not cleanse your skin properly, 
every pore becomes a tiny “dirt pocket.” The 
dirt keeps on accumulating and the pore be- 
comes larger and larger and blackheads and 


| muddy skin and other blemishes follow. 


“But,” you say, “it is impossible for ‘dirt 


| pockets’ to form in my skin. I clean my skin 
| every morning and every night.” But, are you 
| sure you really cleanse your skin, or do you 
| only go through the motions? 


Surface Cleansing Not Enough 


Some methods, as much faith as you have in 
them, only give your skin a “lick-and-a-prom- 
ise.” They don’t “houseclean” your skin, which 
is what is necessary. 

What you want is deep cleansing! Many 
methods only “clean off” the skin. They do not 
clean it out / Any good housekeeper knows the 
difference, 

What you want is a cream that does more 
than “grease” the surface of your skin. 
You want a cream that penetrates 
the pores! Such a cream, distinctly, 
is Lady Esther Face Cream. It is a 
cream that gets below the surface — 
into the pores. 


Dissolves the Waxy Dirt Name 
Gently and soothingly, it penetrates 
the tiny openings. There, it goes to Address. 
work on the accumulated waxy dirt. 
City 


a... 5 5 5 5 ss ses eeccccccsccsercnccccmsesecesseeeeeseevesesseseenes 


Please send me by return mail your 7-days’ supply of Lady Esther 
Four-Purpose Face Cream; also all five shades of your Face Powder. 





dissolves it—and 


It breaks up this grimy dirt 
makes it easily removable, All the dirt comes 
out, not just part of it! 

As Lady Esther Face Cream cleanses the 
skin, it also lubricates it. It resupplies the skin 
with a fine oil that overcomes dryness and scaly 
patches and keeps the skin soft and smooth. So 
smooth, in fact, does it make the skin, that the 
skin takes powder perfectly without any pre- 
liminary “greasing.” 


Definite Results! 


Lady Esther Face Cream will be found to be 
definitely efficient in the care of your skin. It 
will solve many of the complexion problems 
you now have. 

But let a free trial prove this to you. Just 
send me your name and address and by re- 
turn mail I'll send you a 7-days’ tube. Then, 
see for yourself the difference it makes in 
your skin, 

With the tube of cream, I'll also send you all 
five shades of my Lady Esther Face Powder. 
Clip the coupon now. 


eeeeeeeeereerere Seeeeeeeeeeeeerseeeeeeeeeeeee 
(You can paste this on a penny postcard.) (2-18) 


Lady Esther, Ltd., Toronto — 12, Ontario, 


__ Province. 
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Wy Some Women 


Netural Beauties 


They never “make-up”...they simply inten- 

sify their natural coloring. The Color Change 

Principle available in Tangee brings out 
your own natural beauty. 


You see many more “naturally” beauti- 
ful women than you used to. For make-up 
styles have changed. Gaudy make-up has 
vanished. The vogue today is for naturalness ! 

Tangee Color Change Principle in pow- 
der, lipstick and rouge makes your own 


natural color lovelier...but you never risk | 


that “painted” look. 


Your lips become the blush-rose 
that nature has hidden there. The 
cream base of Tangee keeps lips 
smooth, youthful and appealing. 


And because Tangee Face Powder 
blends naturally with your own 
skin tones, your skin is smoother, fresher...with 
never a trace of that powdery look. Try Tangee. 


Begin tonight to be lovelier in your own 
way. Insist upon Tangee for all your make-up 
essentials, Only in Tangee can you obtain 
the Color Change Principle. Tangee Pow- 
der is 55c and $1.00. Rouge, compact or 
creme, each 85c. Lipstick is 50c and $1.00. 


i i 





PAINTED “TANGEE. 


Worlds Most famous Lipstick 


ANGSS 


ENDS THAT PAINTED LOOK 
¢ BEWARE OF SUBSTITUTES! There 1: only 
one Tangee—don't let anyone switch you. Always ask 
for TANGEE NATURAL. If you prefer more color for 
evening wear, ask for Tangee Theatrical. 


| & 4-PIECE MIRACLE MAKE-uP KiT 


Palmers, Ltd., 750 Vitre Street W., Montreal, Can. 
Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing miniature 
Tangee Lipstick, Rouge Compact, Creme Rouge, 
Face Powder. Send 15c (stamps or coin). CH 2-7 


cia 
Address. 
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The original model was knit with five balls of scarlet Monarch 
Andalusian Wool. A delightful college or office sweater which has the 
cleverly fitted lines that give zest and young sophistication to a 


midwinter outfit, 


Youthful P ullover 


THIS BEAUTIFULLY fitted pullover 
and a wool skirt make the ideal outfit for 
campus or office. The eyelet tie, puffed 
sleeve and stepped-up design are unusual, 
while the back is plain for quick knitting. 
It’s one of a series of interesting and differ- 
ent knitting designs being presented by 
Chatelaine. 
Size 16 


Measurements of finished garment when 


| pressed—All around at underarm, 34 


inches. From shoulder to bottom of gar- 
ment, 18 inches. Length of sleeve at 
underarm seam, 61% inches. 

Tension of Stitch—7 sts. = 1 inch. 


| 9 rows = 1 inch. 


Materials Used 


5 Balls Scarlet Wool 

1 Pair No. 9 Needles 

1 Pair No. 10 Needles 

1 Medium Bone Crochet Hook 

BACK—Starting at bottom with No. 
10 needles, cast on 94 sts. Work in ribbing 
(K2, P2) for 4 inches. 

Change to No. 9 Needles, increasing to 
108 sts., and work in stocking stitch until 
back measures 12 inches from beginning. 

Shape armhole by casting off 6 sts. at 
the beginning of each of the next 2 rows, 
then decrease 1 st. each end of needle 
every 2nd row 4 times. 

Continue evenly until armhole measures 
6 inches from first decreasing. 

Shape shoulders by casting off 6 sts. at 
the beginning of each of the next 8 rows. 
Cast off remaining sts. for neck. 

FRONT—Starting at bottom, with No. 
10 needles, cast on 100 sts. Work in rib- 
bing (K2, P2) for 4 inches. 

Change to No. 9 Needles and knit 1 row, 
increasing to 112 sts. Purl 1 row. 

Start Pattern, thus: 

Ist Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, Sl}, 
K1, PSSO, K3, WO, $1, K1, PSSO, K3, 
repeat from *, 6 times; WO, K2tog, WO, 
$1, K1, PSSO, K12. 

2nd and Every Alternate Row—Purl. 

3rd Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, Sl, 
K1, PSSO, K1, K2tog, WO, K1, WO, S1, 
K1, PSSO, K2, repeat from *, 6 times; 


WO, K2tog, WO, S1, K1, PSSO, K12. 

5th Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, Sl, 
K1, PSSO, K2tog, WO, K3, WO, S1, K1, 
PSSO, K1, repeat from *, 6 times; WO, 
K2tog, WO, S1, K1, PSSO, K12. 

7th Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, S1, 
K2tog, PSSO, WO, K5, WO, Sl, K1, 
PSSO, repeat from *,6 times; WO, K2tog, 
WO, Sl, Ki, PSSO, K12. 

9th Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, S1, 
K1, PSSO, K1, WO, S1, K1, PSSO, K1, 
K2tog, WO, K2, repeat from *,6 times; 
WO, K2tog, WO, S1, K1, PSSO, K12. 

11th Row—K12, *WO, K2tog, WO, Sl, 
K1, PSSO, K2, WO, Sl, K2tog, PSSO, 
WO, K3, repeat from *,6 times; WO, K2tog 
WO, S1, K1, PSSO, K12. 

Repeat these 12 rows once. 

Continue in pattern but work the centre 
8 sts. in stocking stitch for 2 patterns (24 
rows). Continue, working 32 sts. in centre 
in stocking stitch for 2 patterns. 

Shape armhole—Next row—by casting 
off 6 sts. Work to end, working the centre 
56 sts. in stocking stitch. 

Cast off 6 sts., P50, place remaining 
50 sts. on a stitch-holder. 

1st Row—K28, pattern 16, K4, K2tog. 

2nd Row—P43, K6. 

3rd Row—K28, pattern 16, K3, K2tog. 

4th Row—P42, K6. 

5th Row—K28, pattern 16, K2, K2tog. 

6th Row—P41, K6. 

7th Row—K28, pattern 16, K1, K2tog. 

8th Row—P40, K6. 

Work evenly until armhole measures 
5 inches from first decreasing. 

Cast off 15 sts. neck end, then decrease 
1 st. neck end every 2nd row 3 times. Work 
4 rows evenly. 

Shape shoulders by casting off 6 sts. arm- 
hole end every 2nd row 4 times. Cast off 
remaining sts. 

Work other front and shoulder to corre- 
spond, 

SLEEVES—Starting at cuff, with No. 
10 needles, cast on 52 sts. Work in ribbing, 
(K2, P2) for 10 rows. 

Change to No. 9 Needles. Knit 1 row, 
increasing to 100 sts. Purl 1 row. 

Work in pattern same as front, keeping 

[Continued on next page} 
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In Bed for Weeks 


| With Backache 


Quick Relief with Kruschen 


It was advice from her mother that led 
this woman to take Kruschen Salts for her 
backache, and before she had finished the 
first bottle she was feeling better. This is 
the letter she writes: 

“About this time last year I had severe 
pains in my back and was prostrate for 
three weeks. I could not even rise in bed. I 
tried several well-known remedies, but to no 
avail. Then I wrote to my mother telling 
her of my trouble. She wrote to me by 
return of post urging me to try Kruschen 
Salts. I immediately bought a bottle and I 
can truthfully say before I had taken the 
fifth dose I could sit up. I kept on taking 
them and in less than two weeks I was about 
again. I am never without Kruschen now.” 
—(Mrs.) A. G. 

Unless the kidneys function properly, 
certain acid wastes, instead of being 
expelled, are allowed to pollute the blood- 
stream and produce troublesome symptoms: 
backache, rheumatism, and excessive fatigue. 
Kruschen Salts is an excellent diuretic or 
kidney aperient, valuable in assisting the 
kidneys to excrete acid impurities. 


WHAT AN IMPROVEMENT 


DOES MAKE/ 


Eyes framed by 
fringes o 
ness — 
Maybelline Solid or Cream mascara. 
Harmless. Tear-proof. Non-smarting. 
Not waxy, beady or gummy. Applies 


\ long, dark, luxurfant 
f lashes. Twin pools of loveli- 
- yours instantly with either 


simply, smoothly, and gives a natural 
appearance. 10,000,000 discriminating 
women now use Maybelline mascara 
regularly. Black, Brown, Blue. 

Only 75c¢ everywhere. Here is the 

| very essence of romantic charm. 





Brush 
GRAY HAIR 


AND LOOK 10 YEARS YOUNGER 
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NOW: without any risk, 

: you can tint those 

< streaks or patches of gray 

- or faded hair to lustrous 

is shades of blonde, brown 

—_ or black. A small brush 

and BROWNATONE does it. Prove it—by applying 

a little of this famous tint to a lock of your own hair. 

Used and approved—for over twenty-four years by 

thousands of women. BROWNATONE is safe. Guar- 
anteed harmless for tinting gray hair. Active colorin 

agent is purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving of 

hair. Is economical and lasting—will not wash out. 

Simply retouch as the new gray appears. Imparts rich, 

beautiful color with amazing speed. Just brush or 

comb it in. Shades: “‘Blonde to Medium Brown” and 

“Dark Brown to Black” cover every need. 


BROWNATONE—only 50c—at all drug and toilet 
counters—always on a money-back guarantee, or— 


.===—-~- SEND FOR TEST BOTTLE ------ 


‘ 
! The Kenton Pharmacal Co. i 
! 123 Brownatone Bidg., Covington, Kentucky ! 
Please send me Test Bottle of BROWNATONE and i 
interesting booklet. Enclosed it a 3c stamp to cover i 
1 


| partiy, cost of packing and mailing. 
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N golf it’s ‘“‘keep your head down’’. In skiing—it’s 

**knee-action”’ that keeps you gliding swift and true. 
And it’s Knee-Action, too, that accounts for Chevrolet’s 
matchless gliding ride. 
After all, you’d expect to find Knee-Action wheels on 
any really complete car, wouldn’t you? Yet Chevrolet 
is the only lowest-priced car that has them. Just as 
Chevrolet offers you other advantages—common enough 
in the higher price fields, but exclusive in the thrift- 
car class to The Complete Car, Completely New... 
Advantages, for example, like Unisteel Turret Top Bodies 
by Fisher—Self-energizing Hydraulic Brakes—Valve-in- 
Head Engine—and Fisher No-Draft Ventilation. 

= oe ® 


Your Chevrolet dealer will gladly provide a new model for you to 
try. Monthly payments to suit your purse on the General Motors 
Instalment Plan. 








CHOOSE YOUR 
MAKEUP BY THE 


COLORs:.EYES 


WHAT’S IT ALL ABOUT? 


It’s brand new makeup that’s right 
for you! Right because it’s matched 
makeup . . . harmonizing face pow- 
der, rouge, lipstick, eye shadow and 
mascara. Doubly right because it’s 
keyed to your personality color, the 
color that never changes, the color of 


+ SAYS 
GLAMOROUS 
FAY WRAY 
Star of Columbia pictures 


WHO SAYS IT’S BETTER? 


Hollywood . . . Broadway .. . 
famous beauties and beauty Editors 
everywhere! All agree it’s better. 
And the proof? Of the thousands of 
women who have tried Marvelous 
the Eye-Matched Makeup, 9 out of 
10 agree they’re immediately better 
looking! You can be,.too! 


‘Se 
natanal!” 


* SAYS LOVELY 
HELEN 
MARSHALL 


Young radio and con- 
cert soprano. ‘‘Mar- 
velous Eye-Matched 
Makeup is amazingly 
becoming.” 


Your favorite drug or department store 
recommends Marvelous Eye-Matched 
Makeup. The harmonizing face powder, 
rouge, lipstick, eye shadow or mascara are 
65c each. Ask for Dresden type if your 
eyes are blue; Patrician type if they are 
gray; Continental type if your eyes are 
hazel; Parisian if they are brown. 


MARVELOUS | 
the Gye Malthed | 


makeup 
RICHARD HUDNUT | 
OF CANADA | 











The Skin Game 


(Continued from page 35) 





sage them as though you were putting 
on gloves working down the fingers. 

There are special throat creams for the 
winter. And some firms suggest special 
orange creams, others are strong in favor 
of cucumber lotion, both of which have a 
very soothing effect on rough skin. 





Escape from Bondage 


(Continued from page 26) 





it as it existed in truth, freed of the petty 
necessity of being confirmed by laggard 
circumstance. 

“Close your eyes, my precious, and I'll 
show it to you, too,”’ he said in his heart to 
Amy... 


IT WAS Fourth Street, shabby little 
Fourth Street, with its squatty brick 
houses, spaced humpty-dumptily along 
the pavement in a saw-toothed smile. 

It was fall now, and Roger had come 
back to his old room, and the landlady had 
given him back his hostage books, and 
they were all friends again. Old Maguire 
had at last allowed him a chance to write 
Sunday features, and he was living 
handsomely, unscathed by the danger 
of luxury, unscathed, and exuberantly, 
humbly grateful to be himself, and free. 

“How’s to my moving into one of your 
more palatial rooms?” he’d said to Mrs. 
Jakes. “I’m a man of letters now, and I 
wouldn’t mind having a few feet to pace 
up and down in as I create.” 

“That'll be fine,” the landlady said. “A 
young nurse came in who'd like to have 
your room. Poor child, she just couldn’t 
afford the bigger one. But if you take 
Cw. ..:* 

And so he had, and had felt most lordly, 
with two windows now, and space for 
pacing. 

The little nurse moved into his old room. 
He met her on the stairs. Amy, young 
Amy, with her sweet dark eyes, untouched 
by worry. 

“Nice of you to move up and let me 
have your room,” she had said shyly. 

“Nice of life to let me move,”’ Roger had 
reminded her. ‘“That’s a good little old 
room you're in. If you leave the clothes- 
closet open, the hot water pipes on the 
wall sort of heat the place. . .” 

“Oh, do they?” Amy said gratefully. 
“Fortunately I don’t like much heat. But 
it is pretty cold.” 

“It’s hellish,” Roger said. Lord, he 
thought to himself, why didn’t I ask Mrs. 
Jakes to just give her the big room and let 
me pay the difference? I don’t need a big 
room anyway. 

“I won’t be in it always,” Amy said. 
“I’m a nurse. I’m liable to get a case any 
day now.” 

“I know that any-day business,’’ Roger 
said. “I’m liable to sell a story any day 
myself.” 

They had smiled at each other, under- 
standing the exciting, heartbreaking 
capriciousness of those any-days. 

And then, after a while, an any-day 
came. Roger sold a story——a wild young 
story about a girl with Amy-eyes. 

“It practically belongs to you,” he said 
boyishly, when he invited her to dinner to 
celebrate. 

“To me?” 

“Well, something you said, sort of gave 
me an idea,” he said, lying a little. He 


There are skiers’ kits in several makes. 
They’re extremely useful, as you may not 
want to have a large stock of special 
creams and oils on hand, and these will see 
you through your outdoor expeditions. If 
your face is very chapped from wind and 
snow when you come indoors, heat oil and 
swab it on. It will penetrate more quickly 
than cold oil. 

Miss Ann Delafield. even in cold 
weather, walks briskly an hour daily. She 
advises 6 to 8 glasses of water daily, three 
whole oranges (the white skin is very 
important), one whole grapefruit, and one 
raw fruit and one raw vegetable daily. It’s 
her diet foundation for a good skin in any 
weather. A good cleansing of the skin with 


couldn’t tell her about her eyes. Not that 
week. 

But the next week he told her. He told 
her everything. The next week, in their 
thin cheap coats, they were shivering with 
ecstasy and cold, and walking along the 
street-lamp-frosted river, talking and 
whispering and laughing, as though the 
world had just been made that night. A 
new, unbearably beautiful world. 

“I can do anything now,” Roger said, 
holding her cold little hand in his pocket. 
“IT can dip my pen into my heart and write 
and write. Something true at last, Amy.” 

“There is something true,’”’ Amy said, 
“or we wouldn’t have found each other. 
In this strange way, I mean. Suppose I'd 
never come looking for a room on Fourth 
Street !’’ 

“You had to come,” he said. “You 
might have put it off for years. But sooner 
or later, you had to come, darling.” 

Their eyes were big with excitement and 
the wonderful miracle of finding each 
other among all the aliens in the world. 

“I’m going to write something marvel- 
lous,”” Roger promised unsteadily. “I’ve 
got to be worth something now. Because 
you-know-why.” 

“Because I know you are,”” Amy said. 

“Because we both love each other.” 

“Nothing could be more wonderful than 
that, could it, Roger?” 

“Nothing, sweet. Ever.” 


THEN IT was spring, and thaw was 
unlocking the countryside. They were 
married now. Married and living happily 
ever after. Spending all their days at it, 
unutterably awed about it under all their 
absurdity and play. 

Roger’s story was out that month, 
tucked among the advertisements at the 
middle of a magazine. But news-stands 
glowed with it, for them. They ran up 
and looked at it a dozen times a day, still 
hardly able to believe it. 

Because of that story, and its brother 
which had sold last week, they had the 
audacity to be looking for a house in the 
country now. 

“Though, of course, I could live in a 
bird’s nest with you, Amy,” Roger said. 

“With no butler?” Amy laughed. “You 
are primitive, darling.” 

“About you I am.” 

They looked and looked at houses, and 
at last they found their own ridiculous 
little house, with a garden flaunting around 
it, and wistaria dripping from the eaves. 

“T’ll buy it for you some day, precious,” 
Roger promised. ‘We'll wrap it up like 
sachet to keep among our souvenirs for 
when we're old.” 

“We'll never be old,’”’ Amy said, “‘as long 
as we're together. It’s being apart—in 
body or soul—that lets people get old.” 

“Is that right, dearest?” 

He worked in a little room, with an 
apple tree outside its window. The house 
tiptoed around that room; Amy kept the 
very birds in the trees from singing if they 
bothered him, the very clouds in the sky 
from distracting him. It was a fairy-tale 
life. 

One day stood out particularly. He’d 
walked down to the village for the mail, 
and he came running back, waving the 
letter about his play . . . his beautiful 
play, which had grown out of being to- 
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cream, and a skin tonic night and morning 
are particularly important in winter. If 
you're over 25 add a skin lubricant. Sleep 
without a pillow. You spend about one 
third of each twenty-four hours sleeping, 
and if you use a pillow, you’re folding 
your face into wrinkles during that 
time. Scientific face treatments, at home 
or beauty salon, will be valuable and 
they’re important in rough weather, even 
though in the summertime one can get by 
with less care. 

And just as a final suggestion—this is 
the time of year to treat your hair to plenty 
of hot oil shampoos. 

Remember—if winter comes can spring 
and Easter dressing up be far behind? 


gether and loving each other, and being 
wise and poor, and wanting with all their 
hearts . . . and getting some things and 
waiting for others. . . 

He'd come running under the apple tree, 
and peered into the window of his study. 
And there was Amy, sitting at his desk, 
with her hands paim down upon it, 
caressing it as though she loved it. She 
didn’t see him; she was saying a little 
prayer probably; and he couldn’t tell her 
that he had found her in that sweet, shy 
attitude, loving the very wood which 
knew his writing hand. 

She had on a soft little blue dress, 
sprinkled over with yellow-eyed daisies 

he saw it clearly, the white shadows 
of daisies against the sky of the frock. 

“You are so sweet, my precious,” he 
said when he came in. There was news to 
tell her, but no news so lovely as that. 
“You are so unbearably sweet. No man 
could ever want more than you-—and 
work. Working for you, dearest. . .” 

The reel ran faster, and Roger could 
catch only snatches of pictures, only 
fragments of words. 

Men applauding at a banquet 
someone making a speech . . . himself it 
was, being awarded some honor 
Amy’s face all he saw amidst the applause 

. Amy witha child two children 

“Dearest, don’t work too hard . Fe 

“Four more pages, Amy. Sit close to 
me, darling, while I work...” 

“I’d fight anything that ever came 
between us, Amy.” 

“What could, darling? . Dragons?” 

“I’d go out and kill them and bring us 
home dragon-steak for dinner,” Roger 
said. 

But then he was serious, and took her 
warm little hand. 

“Things do come between people, Amy.” 

“People like us? Surely not. We're held 
together by the cohesion of love, don’t you 
think?” 

“He has your eyes, Roger, your beautiful 
faithful eyes. I wish we could name all our 
children Roger...” 

“IT wish we could name them all Amy. 
It’s the only synonym for love, dearest . .”’ 

“I wouldn’t want to live one day of my 
life without you, Roger “ 

“You'll never need to, precious . “: 
MARGARET WAS laughing her soft 
strong laugh. She was holding up some 
shadowy garment to look at it, and 
laughing. 

“Oh, God,” Roger said to himself, 
“where have I been? Don't let me come 
back That was what’s real this is 
only imagined - 

Margaret was laughing, and Amy, less 
sure in her laughter, was explaining. They 
were two women alone; they had forgotten 
the man on the bed, that silent lost body 
'ving between them, unseeing, unhearing, 
uncaring. 

“I suppose it zs too old-fashioned,”” Amy 
was saying, “but I always loved the 
material...” 

“We could shorten the waist,’’ Margaret 
was saying. “I know just how to do it, 
dear. But I think I'll dye it first. It’s 
nice material, but the color. Frankly, 
dear . 3 

“It’s the color I like,”” Amy was saying. 

{Continued on page 46} 
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Travel-wise Luggage 


(Continued from page 46) 





Everyone seems restless. No, no, the 
station sandwich-stand is not the reason 
for the general exodus to the platform. The 
train moves on and later, much later, a 
kind English person, who, after some 
hundreds of miles of travel with you, plucks 
up courage to speak to you, vaguely refers 
to the nuisance of declaring heavy baggage 
at every frontier. You realize in horror 
that you should have been out looking 
after that trunk of yours which is, by now, 
reposing on the station platform in France 
while you are speeding through the 
German landscape. 

Most tourist agencies will take care of 
your one large suitcase. You are supposed 
to look after your small overnight bag. 
However, it is usually wise and easy to 
keep your baggage in sight. Note the 
number on your porter’s cap or armband 
and trot right along after him as fast as 
possible. If, however, you give him the 
number of your train seat, he can gener- 
ally be relied upon to turn up at tipping 
time. Cling to your handbag. The ideal 
type should be roomy and fitted with com- 
partments for keys, passports and cheque- 
books. It is soothing in a moment of stress 
to be able to lay hand on these objects 
quickly without pawing through powder 
compacts, lipsticks, kerchiefs and a dozen 
miscellaneous articles. Your money 
should be carried in travellers’ cheques, all 
save an amount to provide for the immedi- 
ate cash requirements of each day’s travel. 

Do not take a travelling rug with you. 
You can rent these for a trifle on the 
liners, and soft, clean pillows can be 
rented at most European railroad stations. 

Place folds of tissue paper in every 
garment as you pack it and separate each 
layer by means of it. In this way you will 
guard against dampness and a continual 
outlay for pressing. You will also save 
yourself much annoyance at frontiers, for 
rare is the European Customs officer so 
ungallant as to rummage through luggage 
neatly and fastidiously arranged. If you 
have anything to declare, keep it on top or 
carry it in your hand and declare it 
immediately in a frank, businesslike way. 

It is well to enquire about Customs 
regulations before entering a foreign 
country and avoid, if possible, carrying 
forbidden articles. A package of cigarettes 
or a box of candy will sometimes cause 
complications out of all proportion to any 
enjoyment you might derive from them 
and may even result in the unceremonious 
dumping of all your luggage on a wharf or 
platform to be tumbled about unmerci- 
fully by an unsympathetic officer. 

Shoes and hats are difficult to carry in 
small space. One good, light-weight felt 
hat and a tiny, collapsible restaurant hat 
will suffice. One pair of walking shoes and 
a pair of dressier shoes, suitable for after- 
noon or evening duty, constitute a useful 
choice. 

You must have a very good topcoat and 
a matching or harmonizing suit to wear 
with or without it. The suit of flannel or 
tweed has much to be said for it as against 
a knitted suit. For street wear on a cool 
morning it has a more citified air. If you 
can’t take both, better the tweed or 
flannel. 

All garments for street and outdoor wear 
should be in dark or medium shades. Your 
topcoat should harmonize with your suit 
as well as with your useful printed dress 
and your wash-silk tailored dress. By 
various combinations you will thus be 
well dressed whether the weather be warm 
or chilly. 

It is not necessary to carry an enormous 
supply of undergarments. Ships’ bath 
stewardesses and hotel maids will usually 
wash and iron on quick order for a small 


fee. Always make thes¢ arrangements on 
arrival and specify a return date which 
will give you a little leeway. 

With your suit, you will be very neat 
and smart if you have two or three fine 
cashmere pullovers with tailored collars 
like blouse collars. Mannish ties could 
accompany these and, for variety, take 
along a couple of nicely tailored wash silk 
blouses in medium colored checks or 
stripes. On a fine morning in town you will 
feel just a bit crisper in one of these. 

A printed dress is, of course, a stand-by 
and a tailored wash silk similar to your 
blouses will be a blessing on a hot morning. 

For your dressiest afternoon garment 
you would be wise to select a silk crépe or 
georgette suit made fairly simply. This 
should serve for tea at a smart hotel. 

On hasty tours you do not need more 
than one evening dress. A dark chiffon or 
lace packs easily and always looks well. 
Beautifully cut suede pumps can _ be 
chosen as an accompaniment and these 
will do formal afternoon duty also. A 
pair of lovely brilliant buckles will give 
them a gala evening appearance. 

Be chary about taking many accessories. 
For the wardrobe planned below, you can 
do very well with two or three pretty ties 
or scarfs for your sweaters and blouses. 
Matching belts and hatbands will add a 
fillip in the way of variation. You might 
take an inexpensive wood or bead necklace 
also. You will find that European flower 
stalls will invite you to add the festive 
touch inexpensively when occasion arises. 
Parma violets, red or white gardenias and 
crisp carnations will seize your fancy. A 
few francs or a shilling to a smiling, 
wrinkled flower vendor will put you in 
holiday spirit and give you the loveliest of 
all ornaments to deck your costume. 
Above all, please observe one great big 
Don’t and that is, don’t take any valuable 
jewellery with you unless you want to 
cultivate some big furrows in your brow, 


Contents of Wardrobe Case 
2 Cashmere pullovers 
Ties, belts, hatbands 
3 Pairs of wash gloves 
2 Wash silk blouses 
1 Printed frock 
1 Crépe or georgette suit 
1 Wash silk tailored frock 
(long sleeves) 
2 Extra pairs of lisle stockings 
3 Pairs of service silk stockings 
3 Pairs of evening chiffon stockings 
1 Dark chiffon evening dress 
1 Velvet or taffeta short wrap 
1 Pair of evening shoes (suitable 
also for afternoon) 
2 or 3 Silk slips 
4 Sets of all other silk under- 
garments favored, including 
nightgowns 
1 Knitted suit may be added 
Wear 
1 Topcoat 
1 Tweed or flannel suit 
1 Blouse or sweater 
1 Light-weight felt hat 
1 Pair of walking shoes 
1 Pair of lisle stockings 
Contents of Handbag 
Keys, tickets, passports 
Travellers’ cheques 
First-aid kit 
Leather notecase 
Memo pad and pencil 
Change purse 
Cigarettes and lighter 
Mirror, powder, etc. 
Contents of Overnight Bag 
All toilet requisites 
1 Fine flannel or Cashmere 
dressing-gown 
1 Nightgown 
1 Pair of folding kid slippers 
1 Handkerchief case 
Diary 
Travel clock with alarm 
Leather writing case 
A good book 
Small folding umbrella 
Featherweight rain cape 
Small emergency mending kit 
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(USE COUPON BELOW) 
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@ Psychologists say that she is an idealist and closes her eyes 


‘shut out the world of realities.” 
also like to 


BALM. 


. Many women would 


“shut out” the everyday reality of rough, red, 
coarse skin that housework and weather inflict upon them. 
And they could, by using the famous skin softener—ITALIAN 


Here is a genuinely inexpensive preparation. Composed 
of scientifically selected, scientifically pure ingredients. For over 
40 years, the preferred skin protector of the women of Canada 
—and the fastest-selling preparation of its kind today in thou- 
sands of communities all over the continent... . See that you 
keep your skin soft and lovely to look at by using Campana’s 


before and after exposure, whether it be dishwashing, skating, 
skiing—or shopping. Non-sticky. Quick-drying. Approved 
by Good Housekeeping. .. . Give Italian Balm a week’s trial 


—at no expense. Send for a FREE Bottle. Your drug or 


department store carries Italian Balm in 3 sizes of long-lasting 
bottles—35c, 60c and $1.00—and in handy 25 cent tubes. 


Italian Balm 


ORIGINAL 


THE 


9 


SKIN 





Toronto, Ont. 


and postpaid, 


SOFTENER 


EP enn ee tele ER ENR SP ENS Serene en 


CAMPANA CoRPORATION Ltp., 
3 Caledonia Rd., Dept. Le 


Gentlemen: I have never tried ITALIAN 
Baim. Please send me Vanity bottle FREE 
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BRITISH CONSOLS 


are made from finer, 
more expensive 
tobaccos than an 

other popular feand. 


PLAIN OR CORK TIP 


nsols 


COSTLIER “MILDER TOBACCOS 


“hp 8 


Macdonald's Lassie Clad in Tartan 
Means Better Smokes Within the Carton 








Whether it’s a bruise, a sprain, a 
stiff neck, an attack of lumbago or 
sciatica that is hurting you, there 

is quick relief for you in a bottle & 
of Sloan’s Liniment. 


This Liniment is a fast worker. No 
rubbing! Just pat it on. That’s 7 s 
all. Sloan’s immediately helps to 
bring a fresh supply of purifying, 
healing blood to the congested, 
painful parts. The pain eases — 
and you soon feel better. 


CUTICURA IS JUST 
THE THING FOR 

THOSE EXTERNALLY 
CAUSED BLEMISHES 


SLOAN’'S 


oe, a : i] F ha J ae 








HK 





GEE, MY FACE IS 
CLEARER ALREADY. 
CUTICURA SURE 
HELPED ME. 


KEEP RIGHT ON USING 
CUTICURA SOAP Ano 


OINTMENT EVERY DAY tS 7 


TO HELP GUARD THAT 
GOOD-LOOKING COMPLEXION. 


For FREE sample, write “Cuticyra” 
Montreal 


Dept. 39D, 286 St. Paul Street West.» 
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As the propellers begin to turn, she breaks 
into a war dance—something's left behind. 


Travelwise Luggage 


What to take—and how to pack it 
by MARY MeNULTY FIX 


LATE THIS SPRING the Coronation will 
undoubtedly attract an unusually large 
number of tourists to Europe. Steamship 
companies and railway companies are co- 
operating in fare reductions that will make 
it almost an extravagance to stay at home. 

For a rapid, inexpensive tour the ideal 
wardrobe should be compact. Most tourist 
agencies advertise that they will take 
responsibility for one case of approxi- 
mately 25” x 15’ x 10’. You will need an 
additional overnight bag and a carefully 
chosen handbag. There are several won- 
derfully made wardrobe cases on the 
market that will carry your entire outfit in 
the most efficient way. Half a dozen 
dresses may be placed upon their hangers 
and folded away into a minimum of space 
with practically no creasing. Many are 
fitted with adjustable or removable com- 
partments you may use for shoes. You 
can have these cases in pigskin, cowhide, 
grain leathers, fabrikoid or lacquered tweed 
or linen according to your fancy and your 
pocketbook. They are light and durable 
and equipped with heavy lacings that act 





Escape from Bondage 


(Continued from page 44) 





“I’ve had it five years. But I always 
loved it. Those daisies against the blue. 
Don’t you think?” 

“You'll see, honey,” Margaret was 
saying quite happily. “I'll dye it a nice 
rich garnet . . . I love to change the color 
of things. You'll never know it’s the same 
dm, ...” 

Roger called across the stillness, in his 
invisible voice, “‘Let her dye it, darling. It 
doesn’t matter. . . I’ve seenitnow. . 
let herdyeit.. .” 

There was no movement in the bed, but 
suddenly, by some imperceptible signal, 
Amy had turned to Roger. 

“Margaret . . . Mrs. Baird,” she mur- 
mured. Her patient was returning; she 
was a nurse again, and Margaret was not 
another girl, but her patient’s wife, Mrs. 


as a buffer. They are sold under a variety 
of trade names which all suggest a “‘stay- 
put” security for your neatly packed 
garments. 

Every boat bound for Europe carries 
at least one Miss Featherhead on board. 
She is perhaps bound for France on an 
English liner. She is the life of the party en 
route, forgetful of heavy trunks in the 
baggage room. At Cherbourg she descends 
gaily to the tender, admiring swains wav- 
ing fond farewells from the rail. Just as 
the liner gives its last parting toot and 
propellers begin to churn, she breaks into a 
wild war-dance. Baggagemen rush into a 
huddle. The distressing fact is that Miss 
Featherhead is off to Paris, willy-nilly, 
with a hat-box, a shoecase and a make-up 
kit. Her trunk or trunks will go on to 
London and nothing can be done about it. 
The distracted owner will have to wait for 
quite some time before she sees them again. 

There are also some nerve-wracking 
moments at continental frontiers. Train 
attendants bawl in French or German. 

{Continued on page 47} 


Baird. ‘‘He’s rapidly coming out of it.” 

“He hasn’t moved,” Margaret said, and 
bent over him. ‘“‘He’s hardly breathing.”’ 
She looked up with quick startled fear at 
the dark-eyed nurse across the bed. The 
daisy dress had fainted down between 
them across the whiteness of the counter- 
pane. 

“He’s not dying?” Margaret said, and 
her fists were gripped as though she’d hold 
his very life by its reins. 

Roger cried to her, still behind his 
immovable eyelids, “‘No, I’m not dying, 
poor strong Margaret. I intended to die. 
But I think . I'm changing . . . my 
mind re 

“‘He’s coming back,” Amy said. “Please 
telephone Dr. Taylor, Mrs. Baird.” 

The two women hung over him, where he 
lay undecided between the beckoning 
twilight and the fact-filled world. 

“‘He’s opening his eyes,” Margaret said. 


“Darling . darling, do you know me?” 
He turned his head to the other side of 
the bed. 
“Roger . . darling, here I am, dear. 


That’s Miss Tandan, your nurse, darling 


“Amy,” Roger said, “Amy.” 
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its cradle and glared at it. Hmph! So she 
wasn’t even bothering to keep the line open 
for a call from him! Well, Mardie could 
just go climb a rope! 

At 7.40 Tommy marched briskly into 
the station. He was every inch himself. 
He was walking behind a redcap who for 
the moment had turned himself into a 
personal servant. The redcap was carrying 
Tommy’s raincoat and suitcase. All that 
Tommy had to carry was Tommy. It 
occurred to him as he strolled across the 
giant rotunda that he was carrying 
Tommy rather well. Rather exceptionally 
well. 

In the sleeper on the 7.50 Tommy’s 
redcap shoved Tommy’s suitcase between 
two facing seats. 

Now the car porter appeared, white from 
the waist up and chocolate-colored from 
the neck up. “Lower?” asked the porter. 

“Naturally,” said Tommy. 

“Car’s certainly full tonight,’ the 
porter volunteered. “Seems like everybody 
in town must be leaving.” 

For no particular reason—except that he 
was on expense account—Tommy handed 
the porter a dollar bill. ‘I may,” said 
Tommy largely, ‘“‘want a little service.” 
He seated himself facing forward, his feet 
on the opposite cushion. After all, this was 
the life. To go places. To see things. Girls? 
The dickens with girls! 


PEOPLE BUSTLED past in the aisle. 
Then a new redcap came in with a trim 
overnight bag and stood bowing and 
murmuring at the section on the opposite 
side of the car. A girl moved into the 
section. She had ankles, Tommy noticed. 
The ankles made a visual connection 
between tiny high-heeled slippers and the 
hem of a fawn-colored skirt. 

Tommy lifted his gaze. Of all people, 
Paula Pilgrim—Paula in a fawn-colored 
suit and a tilted vermilion hat. Well, well, 
well—Paula Pilgrim! Paula of the tab- 
loids. A sob sister but a good one. And on 
her way to the trial at Plattstown, 
naturally. Well, well, well! The best way 
to forget Mardie or any other girl . . . 

He stepped across the aisle, smiling and 
holding out his hand. 

“Hello, Paulas Remember me? I’m 
Tommy Bayne. Last time I saw you— 
Halifax, I guess. The Johnson wind-up.” 

It was plain, even to Tommy, that 
Paula’s recollection was vague, but she 
covered handsomely. “Of all people!” she 
said. “Tommy Bayne! You going to 
Plattstown, too?” 

“Nowhere else but,” said Tommy. 

Tommy sat beside her. He was feeling 
better. 

Paula turned and surveyed Tommy 
with frankness. ‘“You’re not so bad-look- 
ing,” she said. ‘Why have you always 
been so stiff and standoffish up till now?” 

Tommy knew very well. The answer 
was Mardie; the way he had felt toward 
Mardie. But what Tommy said was, 
“Maybe you were too busy to pay atten- 
tion, Paula.” 

“Maybe I was,” the girl remarked 
reminiscently. She lifted a middle finger, 
as if thoughtfully, from a manicured white 
hand that lay otherwise idle upon the 
fawn-colored sleekness of her skirted 
thigh. 

Tommy became aware of a vast stirring 
on the other side of the car. A man was 
gesticulating and arguing. Two porters, 
the redcap and the car porter, were being 
sorry about something. The man said 
firmly: “But I assure you the lower is 
mine. My ticket calls for it.” 

The car porter peered. “Yes, suh,” he 
conceded. “It maybe does.” The redcap 
was disposing of a double armload of 
luggage; two suitcases, several paper 
packages, two briefcases, a golf bag and 
a tennis racket. 

“The travelling public,”’ said Tommy to 
Paula. He thumbed across the aisle with 
an air of patronage. He laughed. “The 
stoop thinks he’s got the lower,” he 
explained. “Do you know why he hasn’t 
got it? I’ve got it.” 

Paula said, “I think you're cute.”’ 


“You'll pass, too,” said Tommy. He 
patted Paula’s nearer hand. Then he 
glanced up to find the Pullman porter and 
the man from across the aisle standing 
over him. 

“I’m sorry,” said the man, “but there 
seems to be a misunderstanding. A 
duplicate sale, perhaps.” He smiled at 
Tommy. He was a tall, thin, youngish 
man wearing horn-rimmed spectacles. 

Tommy recognized him instantly. The 
recognition was such a shock that Tommy 
bounced to his feet. But he managed to 
speak suavely. “I couldn’t help hearing 
you—only you see I happen to have the 
lower. Of course, if you prefer it I’d be 
only too glad—” 

“Not at all,” said the young man. “It’s 
just—well, rather a matter of principle. 
That is if you pay for something it seems 
to me—”’ 

It was then that the young man recog- 
nized Tommy. He stood stock-still. His 
mouth opened. His mouth closed. Then he 
said hurriedly: “Wait a minute—your 
name—oh, yes, Bayne. I’m rather bad on 
names. I—I heard you were going to be 
on this train, Mr. Bayne. Odd coincidence, 
under the circumstances.” He held out his 
right hand. 

Automatically Tommy shook hands 
with George Lockwelter. 

Mr. Lockwelter continued _ talking. 
Quite obviously he was nervous, keyed up. 
He said unsteadily: “Funny thing that 
you and I should be going to the same 
place. Or isn’t it? Or is it?” 

“Did Mardie tell you?” asked Tommy. 
He eyed Mr. Lockwelter. 

“Naturally. How else would I have 
known?” 

“So Mardie called you up?” 

George Lockwelter smiled fatuously. He 
guiped. Then he smiled again and said: 
“Well, I don’t see any harm in telling you. 
I mean, really I should. It’s—well, it’s 
rather interesting. The way luck breaks. 
First for one person and then for another. 
I—I hope you'll take it that way, Mr. 
Bayne. You see—well, here at the last 
minute I get my first capital case on my 
own—that is I’m head of the defense, 
though we have associates in Plattstown, 
of course. And then on the same day—it 
certainly has turned out to be a big day 
for me!’ He bent over, lowered his voice. 
“‘She—she’s accepted me at last. We're 
going to be married.” 

“Meaning Mardie?” enquired Tommy. 

“Naturally,’”’ said Mr. Lockwelter. Then 
he laughed jerkily. ‘Good luck certainly 
comes in bunches, doesn’t it?” he re- 
marked. 

The whole part of Tommy inside his 
ribs was beginning to feel oddly cold, icily 
cold. Somebody was delivering ice—neat 
little cubical chunks of ice—inside the 
region of his chest and stomach. But 
Tommy did a grin. 

Said Tommy lightly, “I can tell you one 
place your luck isn’t coming in bunches. 
I’ve got that lower.” 

“‘Yes?’’ said George Lockwelter. 

The Pullman porter was hovering, so 
Tommy reached into his trousers pocket 
and nonchalantly brought out the slip for 
his berth. “Read that and weep,” he said. 
The porter seized the ticket, scrutinized it. 

It was a ticket for Upper 7. 

The porter chuckled. George Lock- 
welter chuckled. There was nothing else 
left for Tommy to do so Tommy chuckled, 
though not quite with the same sponta- 
neity. ‘‘Wrongagain,” hesaid,and shrugged. 
Then he roused himself. 

“I don’t believe that about luck,” he 
stated firmly. ‘“‘Luck’s luck. It’s the law 
of averages. The idea that it runs in 
bunches is nothing but superstition. Look. 
I'll tell you what, George—I don’t mean 
you, Lockwelter—I mean the porter here.”’ 
He addressed the porter. “Remember the 
dollar I gave you a couple of minutes 
ago?” 

The porter did. 

“Well,” said Tommy, “I can use that 
dollar. I’ll gamble that dollar of yours 
against five of mine—wait a minute, here’s 
a five-dollar bill—I’ll gamble you your 
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Heres that Fast 
“Phillips” Way 


TO ALKALIZE STOMACH QUICKLY 





TRY REAL PHILLIPS MILK 
OF MAGNESIA. WE'VE 
FOUND IT RELIEVES AN 

ACID STOMACH ALMOST 

INSTANTLY 


On all sides, people are learning that 





| the way to gain almost incredibly 


quick relief, from stomach condition 


| arising from overacidity, is to alka- 


lize the stomach quickly with Phil- 
lips’ Milk of Magnesia. 
You take either two teaspoons of 


| the liquid Phillips’ after meals; or 
| two Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tab- 
| lets. Almost instantly “‘acid indiges- 


tion” goes, gas from hyperacidity, 
“acid - headaches” — from over-in- 
dulgence in food or smoking — and 


' nausea are relieved. You feel made 





MADE IN CANADA 
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AFTER A BIG MEAL IM 
ALWAYS TROUBLED WITH 
“ACID INDIGESTION’ — 
'M GLAD YOU TOLD ME 
ABOUT PHILLIPS’ MILK 
























OF MAGNESIA 





over; forget you have a stomach. 

Try this Phillips’ way if you have 
any acid stomach upsets. And try it 
particularly, for quick relief, if you 
are using a less natural or less effec- 
tive alkalizer. You will be surprised 
at results. Get either the liquid 
“Phillips” or the remarkable, new 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia Tablets. 
They’re delightful to take and you 
can carry them in your pocket or 
purse. Each tablet equals a teaspoon 
of the liquid form. Only 25¢ for a big 
box at drug stores. 


PHILLIPS 


MILK OF 
MAGNESIA 


ALSO IN TABLET FORM: 
h tiny tablet is the equivalent of a teaspoonful of genuine Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia 
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LADIES EXCUSED NOW WHILE 
THEY RUSTLE REFRESHMENTS. 
NOW’S YOUR CHANCE, BESS/ 

YOU'VE BEEN DYING TO 
TELL LUCILLE SOMETHING 





MONTHLY spatyedine to periodic 
pain is out of style! It’s now old-fashioned 
to suffer in silence, because there is a de- 
pendable remedy for such suffering. 
Some women who have always lad 
the hardest time are relieved by Midol. 
a who use Midol do not feel one 
e of pain, or even a moment’s dis- 
a ort during the entire period. 
Midol’s relief is so swift, you may think 
it is a narcotic. It’s not. And its relief is 
prolonged; two tablets see you through 
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OH LUCILLE’ | COULD HARDLY 
WAIT TO TELL YOU. I'VE BEEN ¢ 
ABSOLUTELY COMFORTABLE 
THE WHOLE EVENING. 
THANKS HEAPS / 
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“sean with you. 


so ca 
Don’t let the calen ar regulate your 


your worst day, 


activities! Don’t “favor yourself” or 
“save yourself” on certain days of every 
month! Keep going, and keep comfortable 
— with the aid of Midol. These tablets 
provide a —- means for the relief of 
such pain, so w hy endure suffering Midol 
might spare you? 
ry it free, and be convinced! Send your 
name and address to General Drug Co., 
Windsor, Ontario, for a trial box prepaid. 
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Chatelaine Service Bulletins on Beauty Culture 
Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15—5 cents 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 


Bulletin No. 16—10 cents 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
Bulletin No. 17—10 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18—10 cents 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A FLOWER 
Bulletin No. 19—5 cents 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 













MARQUISE DIAMOND RING AND DIAMOND 
AND SAPPHIRE CLIP by BIRKS 


VIRGINIA OVALS CIGARETTES 
by PHILIP MORRIS 








A Tno-letter Word 
Meaning No! 


(Continued from page 15) 





you don’t mind my saying so, Mardie. 
Matter of fact he looks like a used shipping 
clerk. They’re the worst kind. No mileage 
in ’em at all.” 

“Tommy, please!” 

“I’m an expert,” said Tommy. “I can 
tell shipping clerks from shipping. Shipping 
is boats that float around on the harbor 
and have smokestacks and go places. 
Shipping clerks—” 


MARDIE WHEELED and walked out 
through the doorway. She couldn’t help 
it. Tommy’s complete self-assurance was 
something she had never been able to cope 
with. She straightened her back and 
walked fast. 

But of course Tommy walked faster. His 
hand slid through the crook of her left 
elbow. ‘Taking a walk?” he asked. 

Mardie said without turning, 
going home.” 

“To George, the shipping 
Tommy’s voice was mocking. 

“It happens,” said Mardie sidewise, “‘it 
happens not to be any of your business any 
more.” 

“Ouch!” said Tommy, and laughed. 

Mardie said nothing. She kept on 
walking. 

Tommy went on talking. ‘Portrait of 
young woman slightly annoyed,” he 
remarked. 

Mardie halted abruptly. She was angry 
by now, angry because Tommy kept 
treating her lightly. The corner was only a 
few strides ahead. She said incisively: “‘At 
least George cares enough about me to do 
something about it. George—he’s getting 
somewhere, going somewhere—not just 
around in circles. He—if a man loves a girl 
—and if he’s a real man—he does some- 
thing, he amounts to something. A man 
—a real man—he tries.” 

Mardie froze. She could feel herself 
freeze. She had said these words. She had 
heard them come out of her mouth. But 
she hadn’t said them. She hadn’t! It 
wasn’t possible. 

Instinctively her hand moved, felt out 
toward Tommy’s arm, where it belonged. 
If only she could reach Tommy’s arm, cling 
to it, smother her face against his coat . .. 

But Tommy had stepped back. He had 
drawn himself up. With sarcasm he said: 
“Riding herd on me, hey? Doing woman 
stuff on me, hey? Well, I happen to be one 
man that that can’t be done to.” 

Mardie stared at him, even as her out- 
stretched hand crept back toward herself. 
She saw, as if it were in a movie or some- 
thing, that Tommy was staring back at 
her. His eyes were round. His mouth 
was open. He was getting red in the face. 

“I—I wasn’t doing just woman stuff,” 
she said, in a voice that sounded meek to 
her own ears. 

“You were too,” 
voice was harsh. 

It was then that Mardie blew up. She 
backed away from Tommy. The words 
poured out. She could hear the words 
pouring but she could neither halt them 
nor alter them: 

“The great promiser!” she said to 
Tommy. “Do you remember what you 
said? ‘We'll get married and live in 
Pelham’—that’s what you said. ‘We'll 
get married and live in Jackson Heights’ 
—that’s what you said.” She gulped. 
“We’ve been going around together for a 
year and a half, Tommy, and in that year 
and a half you’ve arrived—well, just 
nowhere. Either with me or with yourself. 
Nowhere! You were going to change your 
hours so we could be together more. Only 
did you? Yes, and a year and a half ago 
you were going to write a book—remem- 
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remember? Then 
you were going to doa play. And then you 
were going to do some short stories for the 
magazines. Total result, zero. Just talk.’’ 

Tommy’s eyes peered down into hers. 
Tommy’s eyes looked hurt, angry, be- 
wildered, all three things at once. With 
something of his old airy manner he said, 
“So that’s it—you couldn’t take it.” 

“Correct,” said Mardie at once. “After 
a vear and a half it began to occur to me”’ 

‘ah, she was remembering now what Elsa 
had said!—"‘it began to occur to me that 
love isn’t a one-way street. Love’s a two- 
way street, or else it isn’t love.” 

“I suppose you're an expert!” 
Tommy. 

“At least I know more about love than 
you do,” Mardie shot at him. 

“Oh, is that so!” said Tommy. 

“Yes, it is so.” 

Visibly Tommy gathered himself. He 
straightened his shoulders. He became an 
inch taller. “In that case,” he said with 
hauteur, “everything’s okay with me. 
Take your George Lockwelter.” 

“I’m going to,” said Mardie. 

She didn’t look around. She stumbled 
across the street and by the time she got to 
the apartment she had herself in hand. 
She smiled at Elsa. She yanked off her hat. 
She went straight to the telephone. 

“Who are you calling?’”’ Elsa demanded. 

Mardie smiled anew. “George Lock- 
welter, naturally. I’ve decided to marry 
him, Els. The sooner the better. If he can 
arrange it I'll marry him tonight.” 


ber? On your days oft 


said 


TOMMY WAS angry, gorgeously angry. 

No girl on earth was going to tell him 
where to get off. Not even Mardie. No 
girl on earth! What did Mardie think, 
anyway? Here she was, like in magazine 
stories, getting bossy with him already. 
Trying to dominate him. Well, she would 
simply have to learn that a man was a 
man, with a man’s natural need to be 
himself. That was the dickens of falling for 
any woman; right away you had to stop 
being yourself and start being somebody 
else. 

No argument, she had been riding him 
too much lately about what she called his 
gambling. Well, maybe not riding him, 
but certainly mentioning it. 

And now she had begun riding him 
about his job. That was unforgivable. A 
job was a job; a darned swell thing to have 
these days. What if the hours were upside 
down? Wasn’t he working when a lot of 
other men weren't? At cocktail time and 
at dinner time and at theatre time—that 
was when he was working, while other men 
played. And if anybody thought that 
newspaper work wasn’t work they were 
nuts. It was keyed-up work, the hardest 
kind of work. So he was to spend his days 
off doing more work—was that it? Doing 
piffling little pieces for the magazines. 
Doing piffling little chapters on a piffling 
little book. Doing a play. As if all the 
half-baked newspapermen in the world 
weren't doing a play! 

Tommy had reached his room by now. 
He tossed his clothes into his suitcase. He 
laughed aloud. No girl on earth was going 
totellhim.. . 

George Lockwelter, huh? Tommy re- 
membered George Lockwelter perfectly 
well. A tall skinny guy wearing horn- 
rimmed specs. A pleasant, sort of diffident, 
well-meaning guy. No steam to him. No 
steam at all. Why, Mardie could no more 
be crazy about that goof— 

But of course! Tommy laughed again. 
He saw it all now. Mardie was simply 
using George Lockwelter as a stall. The 
very essence of woman stuff! Yes, that 
was it. Mardie was using George as a club, 
a whip, to bring Tommy into line. Just 
because she was mad at him for something. 

Tommy thought he would call Mardie 
on the telephone, just to kid her a little 
about what she wasn’t putting over. 

Mardie’s line proved busy. It stayed 
busy. Over a period of twenty minutes 
Tommy tried the number a_ half-dozen 
times, while his irritation mounted. Fin- 
ally he slapped the instrument back into 
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Stepping into the Beyond 


Here are the ten most frequent causes of accidents 


to pedestrians in Canada. How guilty are you? | 
| 
| 





a 


Crossing between intersections. This 
tops the list for adults. The herd 
instinct isn't so silly, after all. 


Children playing in streets. This 
leads by a large margin. As a 
playground, the street is next-door 
to eternity. 





Coming out suddenly from behind 
parked vehicles or objects which 
obstruct the motorist's view. 


Crossing without proper care at 
intersections without signals. Acci- 
dents at lightless street corners 
are double those at signal corners. 





Crossing against the signal at 
corners where lights or other sig- 
nals have been installed. 


Walking on the highway, in the line 
of motor traffic, or crossing the 
highway carelessly. 





Waiting for, or getting on or cff 
street cars without proper care. 
Accidents are practically elimin- 
ated in safety zone areas. 


Working in the road during hours 
of heavy traffic. 





Getting on or off a vehicle, and 
not watching for others approach- 


ous business. ing. 


Riding or hitching on vehicles. 
Hitch-hiking on the run is danger- 
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Do This 
Cold 


ora 


1. Take 2 “ASPIRIN” tablets and 
drink a full glass of water. Repeat 
treatment in 2 hours. 





2. If throat is sore, crush and stir 
3 “ASPIRIN“ tablets in 14 glass of 
water. Gargle twice. 


The Modern-Day Way to Ease 
Cold and Sore Throat Quickly 


The modern way to 
curb a cold is: Two 
“Aspirin” tablets 
the moment you 
feel a cold coming on. Repeat, 
if needed, according to direc- 
tions in box. 





At the same time, if you have 
a sore throat, crush and dis- 
solve three “Aspirin” tablets in 
one-third glass of water. And 
gargle with this mixture twice. 


The “Aspirin” you take in- 
ternally will act to combat 
fever, cold pains and the cold 
itself. The gargle will provide 
almost instant relief from raw- 
ness and pain, acting like a 


local anesthetic on the irritated 
throat membrane. 

Try this way. Your doctor 
will endorse it. It is quick, 
effective and ends the taking 
of strong medicines for a cold. 

6 

“Aspirin” tablets are made in 
Canada. “Aspirin” is the reg- 
istered trade-mark of the 
Bayer Company, Limited, of 
Windsor, Ontario. Look for the 
name Bayer in the form of a 
cross on every tablet. 





ASPIRIN ~~ 





oy 
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CRANKED CAR 
wrenched back 


Salesman on job 
same day thanks to 
Absorbine Jr. 





RITES Salesman J.R.*: “I 

went out to start the car one 
zero morning and the engine was 
so stiff the starter wouldn’t budge 
it. I got out and cranked and 
wrenched my back so badly I 
thought the pain would keep me 
in bed for days. But my wife rubbed 
in Absorbine Jr. at once and after 
a few applications I was ready to 
go out and sell my prospect.” 


Good old Absorbine Jr. comes in 
handy so often in the home to 
ease and comfort paining muscles. 
Strains, sprains, bruises, muscular 
rheumatic aches and similar ail- 
ments gratefully yield their soreness 
to its cooling, soothing kindness. 


Also famous for Athlete’s Foot, 
Absorbine Jr. is the friend of mil- 
lions, recommended by many doc- 
tors and nurses for more than 
forty years. Your druggist has 
Absorbine Jr., $1.25 a bottle and 
thrifty because a little goes such a 
long way. For free sample, write 
W. F. Young, Inc., 242 Lyman 
Building, Montreal. 


*Based on actual letter in our files 


ABSORBINE JR. 


(MADE IN CANADA) 


Relieves sore muscles, bruises, muscular 
aches, sprains, Athlete's Foot, sleeplessness 


. 








dollar against my five that I can guess odd 
or even on the first coin you pull out of 
your pocket. I’m giving you five to one. 
Is that fair?” 

“Any time, boss,” said the porter, 
showing signs of eagerness. He fumbled in 
his pocket, pulled out a coin. 

“Odd,” said Tommy decisively. 

The porter held out the coin. Its date 
was 1932. Tommy handed over the five- 
dollar bill. 

“‘Want to match double or quits?” sug- 
gested Tommy. 

“Not me,” said the porter. ‘The thing 
about gamblin’ that’s took me a long time 
to learn, boss, is to know when to quit. 
Reason I had to learn it, I got me a gal. 
We're goin’ to be married.” 

Tommy bowed to George Lockwelter 
somewhat formally. Nothing else, he 
thought, could possibly happen to him. 
Enough had happened, plenty enough. He 
had just tossed away five dollars for no 
known reason on earth. He had tossed it 
to a colored porter who thereupon had 
given him a brief but pointed lecture on the 
ethics of gambling. But that wasn’t the 
half of it, Tommy reflected. He had lost 
his lower berth. He had lost his girl. And 
the man who had taken his girl away from 
him had been a witness to all this humilia- 
tion. The only thing this other man 
didn’t know—and maybe he did, come to 
think of it—was that Mardie had called 
the turn on him. Yes, Mardie had told him 
the truth, that he was a loafer, a staller, a 
drifter, a playboy, a show-off. Well, 
nothing more could happen to him now. 

But something did. He felt a tug at his 
coat sleeve. 

“Tommy, what’s the matter with you? 
Have you forgotten I’m alive or some- 
thing? Introduce me to the boy friend. 
Didn’t I hear him say he was for the 
defense?”’ 

Tommy had totally forgotten about 
Paula. But there she was. And very much 
alive. 

He performed the introduction with 
the best grace he could summon. He said: 
“Miss Pilgrim, this is Mr. Lockwelter, the 
defense counsel on the trial we’re covering. 
Mr. Lockwelter, Miss Pilgrim. If you 
want a nasty tabloid to give you a good 
break, George, she’s the girl that can give 
it to you.” 

“Won’t you sit down with us?” sug- 
gested Paula. 

“Sorry,”’ George Lockwelter said, meas- 
uring Paula with a sardonic eye. ““Terribly 
sorry, but I’ve got to get right to work.” 
He bowed himself away. 

“But not you,” said Paula to Tommy 
archly, and yanked him down beside her. 
“You and I are going to have a lot of fun,” 
she said. 

“Of course. Sure!”’ said Tommy vaguely. 


THE TRAIN was moving without motion. 
There was a sense of sound rather than of 
movement. But lights were sliding by the 
windows. And then the sense of sound 
became more definite. Outside, as in 
another world, were motors and lights 
and tall apartments. People doing things. 
No, people who had done things; at least 
the male half of them. Not loafers and 
stallers and drifters but men who had 
worked. Women and men and children— 
and the women and the children were 
there, and they were living and they were 
eating and they were buying and they were 
laughing, because men did jobs in a world 
that was made of jobs to be done. 

Tommy gulped. He said to Paula, 
thumbing: ‘This out here, in case you 
don’t know it, is Toronto. And further- 
more it’s San Francisco, Chicago, London, 
Paris, and all the rest.” 

“I studied geography, too,” said Paula. 
“Suppose, just for fun, that we tie a can 
to the deep philosophy and go up to the 
club car for a decent highball, with ice.” 

“Er—sure,” said Tommy. 

There came now a sort of heavy 
mumbling, a sort of dull smoothish stutter- 
ing from underneath the Pullman. Thought 
Tommy dully, ‘‘She’s slowing down for a 
station.” 


Then, abruptly, he thought not dully. 
For the first time that evening, it seeme 
to him, he was thinking with complete 
clarity. 

Without a word to Paula he flipped to 
his feet, stalked to the end of the car. It 
was the wrong end. The porter wasn’t 
there. Nobody was there. But Tommy 
had been on Pullmans before. He twisted 
the little handle near the top of the door, 
he twisted the big handle which was set 
where a handle should be. The door 
whipped open. Tommy didn’t even bother 
to raise the platform flap. He just jumped 
off while the train was slowing down. 

Below, on the street, he called a taxi. 

He had eighteen dollars with him. His 
suitcase, his clothes, his raincoat, his hat 

all were on the train going north to 
Plattstown. What of it? Tommy was 
happy. He was heading south. 

Elsa met him at the door. “Sorry,” she 
said coldly. ‘‘Mardie’s in bed.” 

Tommy walked right through Elsa. Yes, 
Elsa had told the truth. Mardie was in 
bed and asleep. Tommy sat down on the 
edge of the bed, wrenching his knees cross- 
wise so they wouldn’t jam into the bureau. 

Mardie, all dusky hair, came awake 
bewilderedly. 

“‘Who?”’ she quavered. 

““Me, honey. I’ve been an ass. I’ve been 
a fool. I’ve been everything you said. Only 
not any more. I’m ashamed of myself. I'll 
work so hard—” 

Mardie sat up. She blinked. ““Tommy !” 
she gasped. 

“Not any more,” said Tommy. “I’m 
two other guys. I don’t know who I am 
but I know one thing. Tonight inside a 
couple of hours I’ve grown up. Adult! 
Whatever you want, whatever you want 
me to do—” 

“How about letting her get up and get 
dressed?” remarked Elsa dryly from the 
doorway. 

Out in the living room Tommy faced 
Elsa. Elsa gave him a long, long eyeing up 
and down. 

“I’m beginning to change my mind,” 
said Elsa then. “Only won’t you lose your 
job if you don’t get up to that trial?” 

“Sure thing, but I can take the morning 
train. Plenty of time. I'll get there. 
Listen, Elsa, are you going to go technical 
on me? Can’t you believe a man when he 
comes crawling in on his hands and knees?” 

Mardie walked out in a_ bathrobe. 
Stiffly she said, “‘Why did you come here, 
Tommy?” 

“To marry you. Right now. Tonight. 
The quicker the quicker. I’m not going to 
have any more of this mind changing.” 

Mardie just stood there, rigid. The ends 
of her fingers were working into her palms. 
The tears were glinting in her eyes. 
‘‘B-but, Tommy,” she said, “I’ve just told 
George—”’ 

“Untell him,” said Tommy. 
untold me, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, but what will I say?” 

“Simple,” said Tommy. ‘Simple as pie. 
Just tell him— well, just tell him any- 
thing.” 

“Tell him no,”’ said Elsa crisply. “It’s 
an easily pronounced two-letter word that 
every woman should memorize from baby- 
hood. In practically all dealings with 
men—” 

But neither Mardie nor Tommy heard 
what Elsa was saying. For the tears were 
flooding down Mardie’s cheeks, and 
Tommy, holding Mardie tight, was indus- 
triously kissing them away. 

Elsa turned her back. It seemed to be 
the thing to do. She straightened a lamp- 
shade, emptied an ashtray. Then she 
wheeled, smiled wanly, and addressed the 
room at large. 

“Should I be here?” she enquired of the 
ceiling. 

The ceiling echoed her answer, echoed 
it so instantly that it sounded like Elsa’s 
own voice. The ceiling said, quite cheer- 
fully, “No.” So Elsa went out. It must 
have been at least ten minutes, maybe 
twenty, before Mardie and Tommy 
realized that they had been left alone. 
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E just didn’t feel like work | 
or play. Always draggy | 


women, his wife knew about 
Nature’s Remedy (NR Tab-  . 

lets). She put him wise. He found out what an 
astonishing difference there was in this purely 
vegetable laxative. Not merely partial relief. 
Instead thorough, cleansing action that aided 
in ridding his system of poisonous waste, re- 


freshed him, made him feel likea “million.” Try 
NR Tablets — Note how gentle they are 
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and_ non-habit 
forming. 25 tablets 
—25 cents at any 
drugstore. 
tte 
FREE: Beautiful Six-color 1937 Calendar-Thermome- 
® ter. Also sample NR and Tums. Send stamp 
for postage and packing to the Lewis 7 


Medicine Co., 67 
Crawford Ave., Desk Windsor 
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NEW Quick Way to Safely 
Conceal SKIN BLEMISHES 


Atouch withSPOT-STIK 
completely conceals pim- 
ples, moles, hickies, eye- 
ows, rns, other 
small discolorations and 
blemishes. 3shades: light, 
medium or dark $1.25, 
At cosmetic counters -<<7 
or direct trom Cover 
Mark Ltd., Toronto2 












The Best Remedy 
Is Made at Home 


you can now make at home 
a better gray hair remedy 
than you can buy, by following 
this simple recipe: To half pint 
of water add one ounce bay 
rum, a small box of Orlex 
Compound and one-fourth 
ounce of glycerine. Any drug- 
gist can put this up or you can mix it yourself at 
very little cost. Apply to the hair twice a week 
until the desired shade is obtained. Orlex imparts 
color to streaked, faded or gray hair, makes it soft 
and glossy and takes years off your looks. It will 
not color the scalp, is not sticky or greasy and does 
not rub off. Do not be handicapped by gray hair 
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WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE — 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to Go 

The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 

bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 

flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 

decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. 

You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 

body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk. 

mere bowel movement doesn’t always get 

at the cause. You need something that works on 


the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up’’. 


Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter's 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 


| anything else. 25c, 
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MAKE YOU FEEL “DONE UP” 


HAT “all-in” feeling so many 

people have at this time of year 
is often a sign of a run-down physi- 
cal condition. 

Usually this tired feeling comes 
when your blood is undeffed and 
does not carry enough of the right 
kind of nourishment to your muscles 
and nerves. 


Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast supplies 
your blood with vitamins and other 
needed food elements. Your blood 
then carries more and better food 
to your nerves and muscles. Cc 
Eat 2 cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast 
daily, a cake about % hour before 
meals or at bedtime, plain or in a little 
water. Start now. 














“e Huh!” 


{The End} 


T'S YOUR BLOOD THAT 
* FEEDS” YOUR BODY 


NE of the impor- 
tant functions of 
your blood stream is to 
carry nourishment from 
your food to the muscle 
and nerve tissues of 
your entire body. 
When you find you 
get overtired at the 
least extra effort, it is 
usually a sign that your 
blood is not supplied 
with enough food for 
your tissues. 
What you need is 
something to help your 
blood get more nourish- 






FLEISCHMANN/S FRESH YEAST CONTAINS 4 VITAMINS IN AUDITION TO 
£ HORMONE -LIKE SUBSTANCES, WHICH HELP THE BODY GET GREATER 
VALUE FROM THE FOOD YOU EAT, AND GET IT FASTER----- 


ment from your food. 


Buy Made-in-Canada Goods 
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Tummy Ache 


(Continued from page 32) 





beads. “Huh! I'll bet that stuff tastes 
awful. I'll see.” 

Cecily Ann didn’t say anything, and 
Katsy took a toast square, and, after 
several bites, made a face. But she ate it 
all up, and took another one. 

“Huh! Just what I thought. Awful!’ 

“If it’s no good, what are you eating it 
for?” asked Cecily Ann. 

“Huh!” grunted Katsy. “My mom says 
I can eat tacks. She says she never saw a 
kid with such an appetite. I can eat six 
potatoes, and a whole dish of turnips, and 
a lot of pork and apple sauce, and still I 
ain’t filled up. Tonight, I ate four wienies 
and two ice cream cones and a big hunk of 
watermelon, and I can come over here and 
eat your truck, too.” She reached for a 
chocolate-covered cake. 

Suddenly, Cecily Ann couldn’t stand the 
boasting any longer. 

“I could eat as much as you if I wanted 
to,” she said. 

Katsy looked at her, and laughed scorn- 
fully. “You could not! My mom says she 
guesses you never ate a decent meal in 
your life. She says you’re so skinny a 
breath of air would blow you clean out the 
window.” 

“I could eat just as much as you, if I 
wanted to,” Cecily Ann repeated angrily. 

“That’s what you think!” taunted 
Katsy. “Tell you what—I’ll eat you a 
race.” She grabbed a crescent-shaped 
toast, striped with red, and stuffed it into 
her mouth. 








Cecily Ann grabbed one, too. After the 
first bite, it seemed to stop the hurting 
feeling in her stomach. She finished it 
quickly. Before Katsy had finished hers. 

“Huh!” said Katsy. ‘The race ain't 
who can eat the quickest, but who can eat 
the mostest.” She reached for a patty 
shell filled with clotted cream. 

Cecily Ann took one, too. Followed 
sausages spiked on colored toothpicks, 
little pearl onions on brown bread, sand- 
wiches that tasted of peanut butter but 
more peppery, toasted ovals glazed with 
curled-up fish, paper-thin slices of ham, 
shrimps in cheese jackets, celery stuffed 
with green. And cakes. Lots and lots of 
little cakes. 

Why eating was fun! Cecily Ann 
wasn’t scared any more. Not of drying up 
or the deform school or anything. She 
felt warm and important and boastful. 
She’d made up her mind to out-eat Katsy. 

Katsy took a long time at a squashy 
chocolate éclair. Before it was half done, 
she dropped it on the table, and pinched 
Cecily Ann’s arm. 

“Lookit that big pink spider. He’salive.”’ 

“He’s not a spider,” said Cecily Ann. 
**He’s a lobster. And he isn’t alive. He’s 
here to eat. I'll show you.” 

She broke off a claw the way she had 
seen grownups do, and began to gnaw. 
Katsy broke off another claw, and picked 
at it gingerly. After a minute, she put it 
back on the platter. 

“I’m going back to my folks,’’ she said. 

“Then I win,” cried Cecily Ann. 

“Naw,” said Katsy, rubbing her 
stomach. “I got lots more room. It’s just 
that your food ain’t no good. I’m going 
back to my own beach party and eat 
watermelon.” 

She turned, and ducked quickly out 
through the French window. 

Cecily Ann looked at the table. She and 





Katsy had certainly eaten a lot. The 
empty platters showed up ugly among the 
full ones. It would be a good thing to get 
out of that room in a hurry. Besides, her 
stomach was beginning to feel very queer. 
Perhaps it would feel better where there 
wasn’t so much food to look at. 

The party was going on now, all right. 
The club was so full of people it was hard 
to keep from bumping into them, and 
there were the sounds of grownups having 
fun; talk and laughing and the boom- 
boom beat of dancing. 

Cecily Ann found Nurse in the-lebby 
near the door, and there was Dad next to 
her. He was talking to Nurse very hard, 
and she seemed to be nodding “‘yes” to 
everything. His face lit when he saw 
Cecily Ann. He took her up and cradled 
her in long, strong arms. It made her feel 
better being held that way, pressed against 
his warm body. 

“You didn’t go away, Dad,”’ she said. 
“You've come to the party.” 

“I went away, but it wasn’t far enough. 
I’m going much farther away, on a long 
trip around the world,’”’ Dad said. ‘‘And 
I’ve been telling Nurse that she must take 
very good care of you while I’m gone.” 

“I certainly will,” said Nurse. ‘I’m so 
fond of the little precious.” 

Cecily Ann thought it was funny how 
fond Nurse always was of her when there 
were grownups to hear. But she didn’t 
want to be taken good care of by Nurse. 
She didn’t want Dad to go away around 
the world. She clung to him tightly. 

Dad said to Nurse: “‘Isn’t it time she 
was home in bed?”’ 

“It certainly is,” said Nurse. “I was 
just going to call Evans.” 

“Why don’t I drive her home myself.”’ 
suggested Dad. “That would give me a 
little longer with her. I’m sure Mrs. 
Wentworth wouldn’t mind.” 


| KNOW= (T'S JUST BEASTLY 
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MAYBE THAT'S 
WHAT § NEED— 
I THINK (‘LL TRY 
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“I’m sure she wouldn’t,” agreed Nurse. 

“Well, then, will you please tell her,” 
said Dad. “And you'd better ride with 
Evans. I’m driving the roadster, and 
there isn’t much room.” 

Cecily Ann knew there was plenty of 
room for three in Dad’s big brown roadster. 
It was just that he didn’t want Nurse to 
be with them. 

Nurse took Cecily Ann by the hand, and 
said: ‘Come, precious, say goodnight to 
your mother. And be sure to tell her what 
a nice time you had at the party.” 


SHEILA WAS in the lounge, standing 
against the wall of flowers. Cecily Ann 
went up to her, did her little bow, and 
said: “Goodnight, mother, and I’ve had a 
very nice time at the party.” 

“You darling!” Sheila stooped down so 
she was close to Cecily Ann. 

“Mr. Wentworth stopped by, and he 
asked if you’d mind if he drove Cecily 
Ann home himself,” said Nurse. 

Sheila straightened up, and all the party 
seemed to go out of her face. “Of course,” 
she said, shortly. “I’m glad to have him 
do that.” She bent over Cecily Ann again. 
“Darling, have you had your ice cream?” 

Cecily Ann shook her head. Ice cream 
was about the only thing she and Katsy 
hadn’t eaten. She didn’t want any now, 
but she knew it wouldn’t be polite to 
say so. 

Sheila called out to Larry Farris who 
was standing near: 

“Larry, be a dear, and give Cecily Ann 
her ice cream. It will save time.’’ She 
turned to Nurse. “You go get her wraps, 
and tell Evans, please.” 

Larry Farris came over, all smiles. He 
picked Cecily Ann up, and carried her off, 
walking in a quick jerky way that made 
the floor sway. He put her down at a high 
table, and called a waiter. 


BUT GRACE-/ TOLD 
SORELY BE THERE- 


GRACE WAS*TOCO TIRED” 
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DOIN’S IN HARRISFIELD 


by Anne Elizabeth Wilson 


WHERE SPRING cleaning is concerned, 
Mirella always begins on the closets. ‘“You 
better have that weddin’ dress out again to 
air,” she counsels; “last year they was a 
cocoon into it. My—I guess you was a 
little neater around the waist then than 
now. Oh, well, never mind, you're com- 
fortable. 

“Seein’ your weddin’ dress puts me in 
mind 0’ my own weddin’. It was nice, but 
catch me gettin’ married agin! Not even 
fer the gettin’ out o’ bein’ an old maid if I 
was one, I wouldn’t go for it again. 

“And it’s a funny thing, ain’t it, how any 
ole weasel, even if he can’t get nothin’ else, 
can always get him a wife? They was a ole 
fella back home used to be a reglar nuis- 
ance, no good to nobody and wouldn’t 
work neither, but the girls was silly on ’im, 
and I couldn’t tell ye why. If he looked at 
’em sideways, they was half parlyzed. And 
if that good-fer-nothin’ ole scamp didn’t 
cock his greasy eye at one of the nicest 
little women that God ever made, and 
didn’t she up and marry him. She had a 
little somethin’ of her own, an’ she worked 
an’ slaved keepin’ that there ole codger as 
sweet and neat as a baby, takin’ his lip 
and meanness all the time and proud of it. 
O’course, he didn’t last long, bein’ nothin’ 
but a wore out left-over when she got ’im, 
but she put up one of the nicest stones ye 
ever see, and kep’ right on workin’ hard for 
years to pay up for his funeral and all. 
And for anything ye could see, all she ever 
got out of it was the honor of havin’ her 
own self inscripted as his relick and wearin’ 
the same black dress till she got laid out 
alongside of him. That’s the way it goes. 

+ * ~ 

“Why, I got cousins—you wouldn’t 
believe it— but I got twenty cousins with 
one father. O’ course, I wouldn’t put him 
down with that other fella, but this is what 
he done. When he was a young man, he 
married and settled down to raise a family, 
and by his first wife he had ten fine child- 
ern. O’ course, in them days they married 
young, and his oldest was just about 
squarin’ himself around for to do the same 
thing, when my uncle lost his wife and got 
married agin. And by her, didn’t he go 
and have ten more! 

“But he was a nice man in his way, and 
I guess, whichever way you take it, both 
his wives’d have to admit he didn’t play 
no favorites between ’em. 

+ ” ” 

“Maybe you think I’m agin’ men. Well, 
maybe I am and maybe I ain’t. If women 
is foolish about men, some men is foolish 
about women, too. They’d let women walk 
right over ’em. They got an idea women is 
different and nicer ’n men and you can’t 
help it. You just got to treat ’em accordin’, 
Why, some men would just think it was 
girlish if their wife had dandruff. 


“Now you take pore Mr. Tudhope. 
There was a bamboozled man. He was a 
real good pervider and a reg’lar church- 
goer, but he got to talkin’ so much about 
his troubles down to the factory where he 
worked, that they begin to think maybe he 
was kinda crazy. So they sent him up to 
Ole Doc for to see was he all right in his 
head. And it come out his wife had gone 
and forged his name and took out all their 
savin’s and spent ’em, and that worried 
him, but he’d say: ‘What can youdo? You 
can’t put your own wife in jail.’ And then 
she got mad at ’im one morning while he 
was shavin’, an’ knocked him on the head 
with the stove poker, an’ it parlyzed the 
side of his face so it always looked like he 
smelled somethin’ bad. But he wouldn’t 
have her run in, on account of what you 
couldn’t go an’ do that to your wife. An’ 
finally, the thing that got to worryin’ him 
the most was that the childern was gettin’ 
impolite to their mother. That was when 
they sent ’im down to Ole Doc to see if he 
was maybe a little off. But Ole Doc, he jest 
said he couldn’t be puttin’ that man in no 
asylum. He said he couldn’t help him 
*cause the kind of craziness he had nobody 
couldn’t cure. He was just a dumb good 
husband. 

* * * 

“T get sick o’ hearing all this talk about 
leap year, but I’d say it to any man’s face 
as I’d say it behind his back, don’t speak 
till you’re spoke to. That’s good advice for 
any year. 

“T don’t believe in divorce and separa- 
tion and all like that. I’m a widow. I don’t 
got to worry. But I tell you what I think. 
You read about them people that divorces 
this one and marries that one, an’ keeps on 
doin’ it. Don’t they never learn? I read 
about one got married six times. Now the 
trouble with them people is they couldn’t 
go and be happy with nobody. I say you 
got just as much chance to be happy with 
somebody you got in a game 0’ post office 
as somebody’s been courtin’ and sparkin’ 
round for years. 

And another thing. You might jest as 
well give up and stick it out, ‘cause no 
matter what you do or where you go, 
there’s one person you can’t divorce an’ 
that’s your own self. Take me. I guess I 
could divorce twelve husbands if I was fool 
enough to lay myself open to marryin’ ’em. 
But when I got all through, I’d be jest 
about back where I started. I'd still be 
looking for one that suited me. Better to 
quit strugglin’ and save the bother. 

* ok + 


“I don’t like these here jokes about 
pants-pocket robbin’. It’s the meanest 
kind of a joke because it’s true. You may 
not sneak up and be a pickpocket, but 
there’s many the sly trick a woman’s got to 

{Continued on page 62} 
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CLever WIVES 
all over the country 
are cutting down 
stocking bills the easy Lux way. 









TO SOLVE. THE RUNS 
PROBLEM, DOESN'T 





Luxing stockings after each wearing 
makes them last longer—helps to 
cut down runs. Lux saves the elastic- 
ity—then threads give instead of 
breaking easily under strain. 

Soaps with harmful alkali and 
cake-soap rubbing weaken elasticity. 
Threads are apt to break when they’re 
stretched—starting costly runs. 

Lux has no harmful alkali and with 
Lux, there’s no rubbing. A few cents’ 
worth of Lux can save you dollars 
on stockings every month! 


| 
| Save stocking 
| E-L-A-S-T-I-C-I-T-Y with 
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ER skin will, too, after 
a day outdoors in this 
bitter weather. It gets chap- 
ped, red, almost raw. That's 
when Hinds Honey & 
Almond Cream, with its 
beneficial Vitamin D, feels 
so good. Now, more than 
ever, its creamy richness 
softens dryness, soothes 
tender, cracked knuckles, 
lubricates hands abused by 
chapping, cold winds, 
housework. Every creamy 
drop of Hinds—with its 
Vitamin D—does your skin 
more good! 
DAILY RADIO TREAT—Ted 
Malone—inviting you to help 
yourself to Happiness as you 
help yourself to Beauty. Mon- 
day to Friday, 12:15 p.m 
E.S.T. over Columbia 
Broadcasting Sys- 
h tem and CFRB, 
x Toronto; 
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Hind’s Cream Contains Vitamin 
D—The ‘Sunshine’ Vitamin 
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An old tobacco box, trolley 
match-holder and ash-tray, 
all in brass, form a bright 
group on this reading table 


GONE ARE the days of the velvet 
smoking cap when papa was per- 
mitted to indulge in his meerschaum 

only in one room in the house. Gone 

are the days when the woman who 
smoked at all was considered “‘fast.” 
Today we rarely hear the words ‘‘No 
thanks, I don’t smoke” and practically 
every room in the house is a smoking-room. 
We smoke as naturally as we breathe. It is 
part of our everyday lives, our hospitality. 
Yet often as not we never give the rites 
of smoking a second thought. 

So cigarette packets sometimes lie about 
when they could be housed in decorative 
boxes. The same thing is apt to happen 
with tobacco tins. Pipes are put down 
anywhere—and left. It seems to be a 
masculine convention that anything will do 
as an ash-tray. Men who are quite nice 
otherwise will drop cigarette ash in flower- 





Modern brass combines brightness 
with bright ideas, 


pots and coal scuttles. You find cigarette 
ends on tiled hearths and the yellow stain 
they leave is difficult to rub off. And there 
is the old, old joke that cigarette ash is 
good for carpets. 

In antique shops, or modern brass shops, 
you will find dozens of novel ideas in 
copper and brass. These pieces will not 
only prove extremely useful but also they 
will provide little glittering touches that 







Two lovely pieces in 
brass—a wine-stoup 
which serves as an 


ash - tray, and a 
spice-box as a cig- 
arette box. 


will hold together any color scheme, giving 
it life and contrast. Copper and brass are 
the happiest of metals—as many of us 
have recently discovered—and they give an 
air of homeliness, transforming the dull 
formality of a room into open friendliness. 

First of all there is the pipe and tobacco 
problem. A copper bowl is an admirable 
thing in itself and it makes a perfect place 
to keep pipes. When you have collected all 
stray pipes in this shining piece a few 
times, it will gradually dawn on the male 
intelligence that this is where he should 
keep his pipes. 

You will never begrudge the very little 
trouble required to keep these delightful 
shining things as bright as your house- 
pride requires. A modern liquid metal 
polish will soon make them mirror-bright. 
An occasional touch is all that is needed. 

For a real sunspot in any room, nothing 
can compete with a brass tobacco box. 
Genuine seventeenth-century specimens, 
dating from the days when tobacco was 
still a great novelty and luxury, are rare. 
They often resemble snuff boxes. Some 
are flat, elegant ovals, their lids engraved 
with the name of their owner and perhaps 
a verse on the joys of tobacco. After these 
came more capacious oblong boxes made 
for rope tobacco—one I saw recently had a 
lid engraved with a chessboard pattern. 
Later tobacco boxes, made at the begin- 
ning of the last century, are in the form of 
slim cylinders. But oriental spice boxes are 
the perfect thing for storing tobacco. These 
are in all manner of shapes—rounded, 
bulbous, octagonal and square. Nearly all 
have air-tight lids and so keep the tobacco 
quite fresh. Nothing will outshine one as a 
birthday present for the man who feels 
“lost without his pipe.” 

You will gain much pleasure from these 
gleaming pieces. Not only will you have 
gained your end in making smoking at 
home a cleaner and tidier business, but 
you will have done so without appearing to 
be a martinet. You will have the fun of 
placing these shiny things so that they look 
ever so casual yet just right. Your rooms 
will be cheerier and have more character, 





CHATELAINE, FEBRUARY, 1937 


Relief of 
HEADACHES 
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Listen to the 
Alka-Seltzer 
National Barn Dance 


Every Sat. Night, NBC 


An Alka-Seltzer Tablet in a glass of water makes a 
pleasant-tasting, alkalizing solution which contains 
| an analgesic (sodium acetyl salicylate). You drink it 


| | and it does two importont things. First, because of 


| the analgesic, it brings quick, welcome relief from your | 


discomfort and then because it is also alkalizing in 
its nature Alka-Seltzer helps correct the cause of the 
trouble when associated with an excess acid condition. 


AT ALL DRUG STORES—35c and 75¢ Packages 


-MercolizedWax 
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Keeps Skin Young 
Absorb blemishes and discolorations using 
Mercolized Wax daily as directed. Invisible 
particles of aged skin are freed and all 
defects such as blackheads, tan, freckles and 
marge pores disappear. Skin is then beauti- 
fully clear, velvety and so soft—face looks 


years younger. Mercolized Wax brings out 
your hidden beauty. At all leading druggists. 


Powdered Saxolite 
Reduces wrinkles and other age-signs. Sim- 
ply dissolve one ounce Saxolite in half-pint 
witch hazel and use daily as face lotion. 
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/TENASITINE )| 
INVISIBLY MENDS FURNITURE, CHINA, IVORY, GLASS, TOYS, 
LEATHERWORK, ETC. SOLD EVERYWHERE §&, 10, 15 and 254. 


BECK BROS. & TURNER LTD., MONTREAL, Can. Agents 
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| Glads are wonderful—but Kur 
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p velous coloring at 
y perfect type See our new 1937 py 
nearly 300 varieties described almost 50 
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The Family Counsellor 
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Dear Counsellor. Before marrying and 
going to live on a homestead, I had a good 
position in the city. Things went so badly 
at first that we were forced to accept relief, 
but now my husband is making sufficient 
to keep us. We have three small children. 

I get very depressed as we have no social 
life (I have no close neighbors) and we can- 
not afford to go to the city. My husband 
is good and kind, and my children are dear 
to me. But I want something more out of 
life than the merest existence. Could you 
help me?—Mrs. E. L., Alberta. 


Answer. It is the pioneering pluck of 
such as yourself and your husband that 
has made Canada what it is today. The 
courage you displayed in sticking and 
struggling along is an inspiration to those 
who have every advantage on their door- 
step, but if you continue to pioneer and 
stick to what you are attempting, at the 
same time keeping your eyes open for a 
new chance of advancement, I predict that 
it will not be necessary for you to remain 
there indefinitely. 

Have you a radio? If you have not 
electricity available, why not get a battery 
set? It will keep you in closer touch with 
what is going on outside. It will help you 
spend the evenings. The thought that you 
have lovely children who really care for 
you and need your guidance should be a 
great consolation to you. If you were sud- 
denly transplanted into another environ- 
ment I know you would not be as happy as 
you are today. 

You are doing your part at home while 
your husband is out trying to improve con- 
ditions for you. 

Do you do any reading? What efforts 
are you making to improve your mind? 
I feel that your background should be kept 
up by reading. 

Do not get depressed; thank God for 
what you have—children and a husband 
who loves you—and do not lose faith. 


* * * 


Must She Support Parent? 

Dear Counsellor. What claim has a 
parent for support from a married daugh- 
ter? My husband supports his own parents 
as well as our children. My brothers and 
sisters have no children, yet do nothing to 
help our mother. While we would like to 
help her as much as we can, we wondered 
if children are compelled by law to support 
their parents.—R. D., Quebec. 


Answer. The legal aspect as to whether 
there is a law to force you to support your 
parent is one I must ask you to consult 
your solicitor about. 

There is, however, the other side of the 
whole question and I would refer you to 
the fifth commandment: ‘Honor thy 
father and thy mother that thy days may 
be long in the land which the Lord thy God 
giveth thee.” I am sure that if you will 
keep this commandment, you and yours 


Do you feel as though you had come up 
against a blank wall? Your particular 
problem just wouldn't work out? Are you 
having difficulties with other members of 
your family . . . with finances . . . with 
life itself? 

Write to the Family Counsellor, care of 
CHATELAINE. He is a man fitted by 
years of experience as an adviser to 
people of all walks of life, to give you 
help. Hundreds of Canadians are bring- 
ing their troubles to him each month. 


will never want. You will only prosper to 
the extent to which you share what you 
have with others. 

Speak to your brothers and sisters and 
try to bring them to realize the needs of 
your family, and at the same time sit down 
and discuss the whole matter with your 
husband. Tell him you know what you are 
asking him to do, but that you will try to 
make up in other ways. I am sure he will 
be reasonable. 

* + * 


When Sister Resents Beau 

Dear Counsellor. For the last 12 of 
my 29 years I have been keeping house for 
my father, and for the last number of years 
have nursed my sister, who was a semi- 
invalid. Twice a week my boy friend came 
in the evening to see me from 7.30 to 10. 
She said having him in the house made her 
nervous, so this winter I stayed out in the 
car as much as possible—but couldn’t do 
that all of the time, so have entertained 
him in a neighbor’s house. He has a good 
position. Should I quarrel with her and 
leave home and marry him as he wishes me 
to do? She would then have to look after 
herself.—A. L., Ontario. 


Answer. Your sister is most unreason- 
able. She apparently does not realize that 
you have made a sacrifice for her and if 
the young man is respectable there is no 
reason why he should not visit you in your 
home. You are quite entitled to that. 

It is possible that your sister is jealous 
of you, fearing that she is going to lose the 
assistance you have been giving her, but 
you must not let, this interfere with your 
future. If the young man is worthy of you 
and you want to marry him, he is worth 
fighting for. I think it advisable that you 
have a very straight talk with your sister. 
Have you discussed the matter with your 
father? If not, you should do so. 


* . * 


Loved by Older Man 
Dear Counsellor. A man many years 
my senior is being quite attentive to me. 
I like him but do not love him. I am 40 
years of age, and single. Should I discour- 
age him?—D. C., Alberta. 


Answer. It never costs anything to be 
friendly, and if you feel you would like to 
retain this friendship, and can be of any 
help to the old gentleman, you will derive 
a lot of happiness therefrom. 

I can see no objection to you allowing 
him to come to the house if it helps him. 
You can avoid any embarrassing situation 
such as a proposal, by carefully planning 
the time you are together, that is if you 
are not prepared to accept it. 

* * + 
Husband Attracted by Other Woman 


Dear Counsellor. I am in the very try- 
ing situation of a wife who finds her hus- 
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ly THE MUTUAL 
MILY NOW.... 


“I heard Daddy tell Mother last night 
that it took a big load off his mind to 
know that he has started something 
definite for my future, and that when I 
grow up I'll be mighty thankful the 
Mutual Life agent told him about the 
Educational Policy. 


“T don’t understand it now but he said 
he had put me in a family of 155,000 
Canadians who have grouped together 
for mutual protection, who own their 
Company and receive 100% of the 
profits. 


“He thinks that no father should 
neglect making his boy’s future secure 
when he can do it for so small a sum, 
and in so strong a Company.” 

eo ® e oe 


May we tell you how little it will take period- 
ically to obtain an Educational Policy or one 
of our other plans of life insurance. 


MUTUAL [LIFE 


Established 1869 
Head Office - Waterloo, Ont. 


“Qwned by the Policyholders” 





The Mutual Life Assurance Company of Canada, 
Waterloo, Ontario. 
I ar interested in your Educational Policy [) Other 


Plans [J and would like to receive literature. 


My age is Ages of children 


Name 





Address 
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Britain is a constant source of admiration—especially 
in the glowing beauty of the floors—to which the 
centuries have been kind. Canadian floors, too, will 
respond to the right treatment. 

POLIFLOR has antiseptic properties that quickly 
destroy harmful dust germs while giving a spark- 
ling polish that is easily applied. 


Poliflor 


For Bright and 
Healthy Homes 


WAX 


Nugget Products of Canada Ltd., 1000 Amherst St., Montreal, Canada 
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I have built up complete resistance to cold. 


ONSTANTLY people all over 

the continent, knowing I’m near- 
ing my 80th year, ask “How are 
you this winter, Doctor?” I always 
answer: “Fine!”: “Never better”: 
“Younger each year.” I never have 
a cold—haven’t had for 23 years. I 
don’t even mind the cold as I go 
around lecturing in all weathers and 
I wear no underwear, vest nor over- 
coat. I may be in Wiseupes when it’s 
below zero, next month in Florida 
where people swelter, as uncon- 
cerned one place as the other. Again, 
“How do you do it?” Before every 
audience I defy fatigue, old age, 
disease and premature death. Again, 
“How do you do it?” “Simply 
through understanding, will and 
obedience.” 
I am created by a Perfect Creator, 
therefore created in perfection. The 
pur ? That my bodily perfection 
shail demonstrate the perfection of 
its Creator. To that end my Creator 
surrounded me with health laws 
which I obey. My reward is a per- 
fect body which can defy old age, 
ro isease, colds and premature 
eath. 








The most important part of my 
health program is proper foods—the 
kind the Creator intended. Four- 
fifths of my foods are natural, vital 
and rich in minerals. 

Our food canal is formed to function 
gorceeny only upon natural foods. 
t can do so only when we use 
natural foods. 

Natural foods are vital and vitalizing 
and build in us vitality, youthfulness 
and resistance. 

Mineral rich foods build in us “A 
normal mineral reserve, our first 
defense against fatigue, old age, 
colds, disease and death.” Here is a 
great fact, believe it or not—it mat- 
ters not a finger snap to me. Roman 
Meal, Bekus-Puddy, Lishus and 
Kofy-Sub are sources of the minerals 
that build my normal mineral re- 
serve, also by far the richest source 
of blood-building iron known to me. 
If you doubt write me for proof 
which cannot be doubted. 

You are “smart and can’t be cajoled 
by an advertisement”? Well, I care 
not. I have not the least urge for 
you to live as I live. I only point 
the way to a better, saner, more 
exultant and exuberant life, and 
allow my readers to do as their best 
intelligence directs. I know ie 
tively this: Those who use my foods 
persistently for a month will be 
willing to 
swear I have 
told the truth. 
Write for free 
booklet “How 
to Keep Well” 
and other lit- 
erature. Ad- 
dress Robt. G. 
Jackson, M.D., 
516 Vine Ave., 
Toronto. 1-37 


The photographs in thia advertise- 
ment are taken from the Talking 
Picture “One Young Man,” featuring 
a day in the life of Dr. Jackson. 
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C485—‘“‘Lovers’ Meeting’ Vanity 
Set. And matching scarf. Centre mat 
12 x 26 inches, the side mats 6 x 8 inches. 
The scarf (not illustrated) measures 15 x 36 
inches. Stamped on white or cream Irish 
linen, vanity set and scarf are priced at 
65 cents each, or the complete set at $1.25. 
Cottons for working either, are 25 cents or 
for complete set, 40 cents. 

C486—(Below) Oval Cutwork Cloth. 
In graceful leaf design. Size, 17 x 26 inches. 


can also be supplied in the same design. 
Stamped on finest white or heavy cream 
linen, to be worked in two shades of blue. 
The 36-inch cloth and four serviettes, 


$1.75. The 45-inch set, $2.25. Cottons 
for working either, 25 cents. Tea cosy 


55 cents. Cottons for working, 10 cents. 
Tray cloth, 15 x 24 inches is 65 cents. 
Cottons for working, 20 cents. White linen 
huckaback towels, 18 x 30, are $1.25. 
Cottons for working, 15 cents. This is one 





Ideal for tray cloth, tea wagon, tea table 
cover, or centrepiece. Stamped on heavy 
cutwork linen in white or cream. Please 
state preference. Price, 75 cents. Cottons 
for working, 25 cents. 

C337—The most enchanting of all 
designs—the Willow pattern—portrayed 
in a very lovely luncheon set. In cross- 
stitch, with matching tea cosy. Towels 


i 


ES 
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of the most beautiful and effective designs 
—and very easy to do. 

Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto, enclosing 
postal note or money order. If sending 
cheque kindly add fifteen cents for bank 
exchange. Articles from previous issues 
can always be supplied. Full directions for 
working are sent. Prices include postage. 
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Dear Counsellor. The eldest girl in an 
orphaned family has been left in charge of 
a sixteen-year-old brother. They are pro- 
vided for financially, but she is finding the 
lad getting out of hand. Could you suggest 
someone to whom she could go for help 
and advice?—M. S., Ontario. 


Answer. The sixteen-year-old’s energy 
should be diverted to useful channels that 
it will be burned up. Most boys of his age 
look up to some man,. in most cases their 
own father. His father being dead he has 
not had that opportunity and would be 
better for some male influence. I would 
suggest that his sister visit the Big Brother 
Association. I am sure she could find a 
businessman who would interest himself 
in the boy and give him the attention he 
has lacked for so many years. 


* * + 


Girl Wants to Earn Living 


Dear Counsellor. I have had the offer 
of a loan of money to cover expenses for 
a course I may wish to take. I have re- 
cently lost, through no fault of mine, a 
position of nine years standing. Would you 
suggest interior decorating, in which I am 
interested, or stenography, hairdressing, 
or what? I like cooking and do a great deal 
of fancy work.—N., A., British Columbia. 


Answer. Interior decorating is a long 
course and it requires years to become 
recognized. Besides, you would have to go 
toacity to live. There is a surplus of steno- 
graphic help. I would suggest a course in 
practical nursing, as there is a great de- 
mand for practical nurses these days and 
one can earn about three dollars a day. 
From your letter I would imagine that this 
would be work which would suit you. 
What about getting married? Don’t lose 
track of that important thought! 


* . * 


Thinks She Loves Two Men 


Dear Counsellor. I am a teen-age girl 
in love with two men. One was very de- 
voted until recently. As I cannot go to all 
the dances, and other affairs, he has been 
thrown with other girls and seems to be 
colder and more indifferent. The other 
watches me wherever I go, and I believe 
I could win his love. What shall I do?— 
R. H., Alberta. 


Answer. It seems to me you are overly 
anxious to become engaged. I think you 
would be well advised to stick to the first 
young man. The fact that you are not 
,cheapened by being allowed to attend 
everything that comes along should make 


him admire you more. Do not show any 
great anxiety toward any male. 


* > * 


How to Meet Failure at School 


Dear Counsellor. I am fifteen years of 
age and have just learned that I have failed 
my entrance examination. Shall I go back 
to school? I live in the country, three 
miles from the village. I don’t like to go 
back because I am so old.—L. L., Port 
Dover. 


Answer. Return to school and don’t let 
school get the better of you. The fact that 
you failed should make you all the more 
determined to master the subjects you 
failed in. If you do not conquer yourself 
now you will have difficulty all your life. 


* * * 


The Other Woman 


Dear Counsellor. I am in love witha 
man twice my age and have been going 
with him for three years. There is a mar- 
ried woman also in love with him, and 
although he tells me it does not mean any- 
thing, he does not give her up. Don’t you 
think if he loved me he would not hesitate 
to tell the other woman?—F. N. S., British 
Columbia. 


Answer. As long as you allow yourself 
to be made a football of, so long are you 
going to be unhappy. Take a firm stand, 
and if he refuses to tell her, simply decide 
you wasted three years of your life but 
aren’t going to waste another five minutes. 
Talk the whole question over frankly with 
him, and find out whether he really in- 
tends to provide a home for you. 


+ * * 
Religious Difference in Marriage 


Dear Counsellor. I am a girl of nine- 
teen and very much in love with a young 
man six years my senior, and of a different 
religion. He is very good and thoughtful. 
My father objects to him on religious 
grounds. I am not happy at home and 
wonder if I should leave and try to work 
for a living?—E. R., Alberta. 


Answer. Mixed marriages as a rule have 
not proved a success. However, yours 
might be the exception. Are you sure that 
your eagerness to leave home has not been 
caused by your father’s attitude toward 
you in your love affairs? We must not for- 
get that we have a responsibility to our 
parents and very often we do not like their 
advice or discipline. Do not leave home in 
a vindictive spirit; it is your parents’ love 
for you that causes them to interest them- 
selves in what you do. 


NOTICE 


Concerning the Use of 
the name CHATELAINE 


+ —_—— 
mame 


ERTAIN MANUFACTURERS have placed upon the Canadian 
market articles bearing the name Chatelaine. 


@ In one case the name of the product has been lettered in 
a style closely resembling the established name-plate of this 
magazine. 


@ The Publishers desire to call attention to the fact that, 
with the single exception of Chatelaine Patterns, Chatelaine 
Magazine and the Chatelaine Institute maintained by it 
have no connection whatever with commercial products 


sold under the same name. 
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“ 

A whole joint wouldnt 
yield the amount of 
gravy they expect each 
day at dinner” 


Martin Chu3z3lewit 
Chas. Dickens 


What a pity there was no 
Bisto in those days to help 
them out. For with Bisto the 
smallest roast can be made 
to yield lots of thick, rich 
appetising gravy that will 
satisfy the heartiest appetites 


ISTO 


MAKES 
DELICIOUS GRAVY 












BRING A NEW EXCITEMENT TO YOUR COOKING 


With these culinary secrets from the Chatelaine Institute 
Five New Service Bulletins 


28 COOKIE RECIPES WEDDING ETIQUETTE 
Price 10 Cents — No. 2,200 Price 5 Cents — No. 400 


SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES 
Price 5 Cents — No. 2,203 


FAVORITE DESSERTS OF THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 
Price 15 Cents — No. 2,201 


Ask for Them by Number 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 48! University Avenue, Toronto 


MAN-MADE MEALS 
Price 5 Cents — No. 2,204 














































HIDES FACE AS ROMPING 
HUSBAND SPILLS TOBACCO ALL 
OVER HER JUST-CLEANED RUG, 


TELLS HUSBAND TO GET VACUUM— 
BUT ON SECOND THOUGHT DECIDES To 
TRY HER NEW BISSELL INSTEAD. 


Phones Friend: 


“My Bissell is so light and 
handy! Just the thing for 
daily quick clean-ups — 
and it saves my vacuum for heavy-duty 
cleaning. Bissell's Hi-Lo brush gets the 
dirt from any rug—it fully adjusts itself 
to high or low nap."* See the colorful new 
Bissells at your dealer's. 


Models from $4.75 to $7.45 





DECIDES TO USE HER HANDY BISSELL 
EVERY DAY—AND SAVE HER VACUUM FOR 
ONCE-A-WEEK CLEANING. THEN ..-- 


BISSELL 


The really better sweeper 
Niagara Falls, Ont. 
















SUCCESSFUL BRIDGE 
PARTIES 


Price 15 cents — No. 101 




































Are your bridge parties always really success- 
ful? What about setting up the “tables? Ar- 
ranging players? Serving refreshments during 
the game? Prizes? What will you serve to eat 
after the morning, afternoon or evening party? 
All the important details in making your bridge 
parties successful from every point of view are 

given in this Institute Bulletin. 15 cents. Write 
Sh filer He § cabs Merce 


+ CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 
481 University Ave., Toronto 
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MVNO SEED HOUSE 


CEORCETOWN ONTARIO 





band flattered and drawn by the attentions 
of an unmarried girl. She has quite a 
reputation, and although he tells me there 
is nothing to it, she seems bound to have 
him, and he is tremendously drawn to her 
when they meet. I have been a good wife 
and mother for many years. 
I do?—M. S., Nova Scotia. 
Answer. Carefully watch and avoid 
any mention of this to him as it will only 
aggravate the situation. Let him feel you 
have confidence in him, that is the strong- 
est weapon you can use. If you do this you 
will probably find that he will tire of her 
and her artificiality. The fact that you 
bring the subject up only makes matters 
worse, for when a woman openly attempts 
to run the life of her husband and to dic- 
tate to him as to his words and actions, she 
is playing a losing game, and is apt to make 
an imaginary breach in the home into a 
serious one. 
You won your husband in the first place, 


| helping your husband and protecting him 
from the influence that he is apparently 
| being subject to. 


cas * * 





Earning Money at Home 


Dear Counsellor. I would like to get 
work at home, as I am a good typist, and 
wonder if it is possible to get envelopes to 
address or mail advertising work? I have 


one more child to finish school and nothing | 


to help him with, and we are saving every 
dollar we can make to pay his tuition fees. 
—Mrs. J. L., British Columbia. 


Answer. Time has brought about such 
a change in our advertising methods that, 
with the more common use of the multi- 
graph and other machines, the type of work 
you speak of is not as much in demand as it 
was some years ago. The only work of this 
kind that is done at the present time is in 


smaller firms and it is generally done in the 


spare time by the stenographer. 


I would suggest that you get in touch 


with the largest firms in your city—depart- 
ment stores, wholesale grocers and other 


firms and they may be able to give you | 


some work. It is possible that an ad. in the 
newspaper might bring you part-time work, 


* * * 


Careful Budgeting 


Dear Counsellor. 


the budget presented by “‘Budgeteer,”’ also 


your answer, in the December issue of | 


Chatelaine. 


Here is a copy of ours, and I would appre- 
I notice you stress | 


ciate comments on it. 
the necessity of savings. Just where could 
we find them in this budget? We live in 
a small town and have two small children. 
The present income has been ours for 
three years and we always manage to live 


within it but cannot save, it seems. What 
about it? 
Yearly Budget 
Income, $10.00 per week 
and a little commission. .... . $600 
Shelter (payments on house 
ee VERTU TE ERC 140 
Debts and obligations......... 36 
Fixed expenses (Insurance).... 30 
Household running expenses 
(tek ard Tight) ...6 0. cscs 60 
Food allowance.............. 260 
ES 6G wk gaa ee ee 40 
Personal allowance and 
Esra g tic kore wd 5.66.56 34 
osu lOa tease $600 


—Mrs. G. C., Saskatchewan. 


Answer. In the budget plan you have 
been operating under, you have apparently 
been unconscious of the fact that you have 
been effecting a saving within this budget. 

The payments you are making on your 
house together with the life insurance pay- 
ments are really savings and can be con- 
sidered as such. I think you are doing 
exceptionally well in the planning of your 
income. 


{Continued on next page} 


What shall | 


now I ask you to use the same judgment in | 


I was interested in | 
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becomes 
Super-Soup 
when you add 
a i drops 
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THE ADDED TOUCH THAT MEANS SO MUCH 
———— 


Keeping silverware in beautiful 
condition is simply a matter of 
Cleaning with 


‘Goddards 


Plate Powder or Plate Polish 


In Boxes 


In Tins 


Sole Proprietors and Manufacturers 


J. Goddard & Sons 


, Ltd., Leicester » 


England 
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Chatelaine 's 


Baby Clinic 





Healthy children, if allowed to do so, 
will choose an adequate diet from a well- 
supplied family table. 


WON'T EAT!” 


by Dr. JOHN MeCULLOUGH 


“DOCTOR, HE 


I AM FREQUENTLY asked by mothers 
what to do if their children do not eat the 
food placed before them. 

Too many parents are carrying on an 
ineffective and harmful struggle with their 
children in order to make them eat. 

The doctor enquires about the child’s 
appetite and frequently the mother’s 
answer is: “I can’t get him to eat vege- 
tables,” or “He doesn’t like meat,’ or 
“I can’t get milk down him,” or “I have 
to force him to eat an egg,” The trouble 
is that modern mothers still pray that 
their children will be fat and that they will 
be thin. When the child happens to be 
hungry and eats a good meal, the parents 
rejoice and say: ‘‘Good child, that’s the 
way to eat your dinner.”” The child then 
understands how valuable his mealtime 
behavior is as a weapon. Every healthy 
child will eat an adequate meal if it is 
provided for him and if his food education 
has been carried along sound lines. 

What are sound lines of diet in the child? 

The secret is not to force any article of 
diet to which the child has an aversion. 
For example, Mary, aged eleven months, 
was brought to me because she was refus- 
ing milk, although she was taking vege- 
tables, cereals, orange juice, cod-liver oil 
and eggs. The mother was advised to omit 
the milk until the child showed signs of 
wanting it. The milk bottle was placed 
where the child could see it. At the end of 
two weeks the child voluntarily went back 
to milk. 

It is an old and true saying that “hunger 
is the best sauce.”” Don’t force food on a 
child. If the child refuses its regular meals 
and seems otherwise well, place its food 
before it. If the food is refused, put it 
away until the next regular time. Hunger 
will likely cure the problem. 

It is not a bad plan to permit the child 
to choose from the dishes of a well-supplied 
table. He may go strong on desserts and 
sweets at first, but he will come back to 
rational foods in a week or so. 

* * * 

Some things to remember: 

1. That for practical purposes one vege- 
table is as good as another. A carrot is a 
sample of root vegetable, spinach of the 
leafy. 

2. That the important foods are meat, 
milk, vegetables, eggs and fruits. 

3. That vegetables should not be over- 
cooked and that the water in which they 
are cooked should be used to make soup, 
since it contains valuable minerals. 

4. That meat has no substitute except 
fish. 

5. That cereals are no better than bread. 


6. That not every child requires a quart 
of milk daily. 

7. That a temporary loss of appetite may 
mean nothing more than that the child is 
not hungry; but it may mean the begin- 
ning of illness. 


Y our Question Box 


Question—My little boy, seven years 
old, is backward in talking. He is other- 
wise well and has a good appetite. It is 
only in the last year that he has been able 
to put sentences together. He drools at 
the mouth a good deal. Is there any book 
that would help me to teach him?—(Mrs.) 
L.A.H., Wayne, Alta. 

Answer—It looks very much as though 
your boy was mentally backward but one 
could not be certain without seeing him. 
The best book I know of for your purpose 
is “Opening Doors,” by the late Dr. John 
Thomson, of Edinburgh. McAinsh & Co., 
Book Publishers, 388 Yonge St., Toronto, 
or Eaton’s, of Winnipeg, would be able to 
procure the book for you. 

+ * * 

Question—My baby, five months old, 
after recovering from measles takes cold 
very readily. Is there anything I can do to 
prevent this?—(Mrs.) J.J.M., George- 
town, P.E.I. 

Answer—Give the baby one teaspoon- 
ful of cod-liver oil before each of four feed- 
ings and in summer very gradually expose 
her to the sunlight, until she is tanned all 
over. Be careful not to get her sunburnt. 
The signs you mention are rather common 
following measles. 

* + * 

Question— Your column is very help- 
ful. Please give diet for an 11-month-old 
baby and send baby book.—(Mrs.) N.J.K., 
Winnipeg, Man. 

Answer—lI regrer that I cannot send 
you a baby book as the Ontario Dept. of 
Health no longer distributes these books. 

Diet 10 to 12 months: 

6 a.m.—8 oz. milk. 

9 a.m.—One ounce orange juice with 
equal water. 

10 a.m.—8 oz. milk. One to two table- 
spoonfuls of cooked cereal. Rusk or Zwei- 
back. Cod-liver oil, 1 teaspoonful. 

2 p.m.—Clear meat broth, 1 to 3 oz. 
This to be replaced at 1014 to 11 months 
by 1 to 3 oz. vegetable soup; 4 to 6 oz. 
milk. 

6 p.m.—8 oz. milk. One to two table- 
spoonfuls cooked cereal. Yolk of raw, 
soft- or hard-boiled egg. 

10 to 12 p.m.—8 oz. milk, if hungry. 
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SPECIAL CARE IN EVERYTHING... 
FROM SPECIAL TOYS THAT TEACH...TO A SPECIAL LAXATIVE 
THAT'S WHY CHILDREN THRIVE BETTER TODAY! 
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See Tuat Tor? 

It’s a special toy... made to teach 
children how to think and use their 
hands. Doctors tell us that prac- 
tically everything children get to- 
day should be made especially for 
them .. . even their laxative. 





It’s common sense, isn’t it? For 
a child’s system is tender . . . too 
delicate for the harsh action of an 
“adult” laxative. So when mothers 
seek professional advice on this 
subject, doctors usually prescribe 
Castoria — the laxative made espec- 
ially and only for children. 

Castoria works chiefly on the 
It gently stimulates 
It clears 


lower bowel. 
the muscular movement. 


‘ 
he 
a=) a, 
away the waste without any harsh 


irritation, without any violence. 
Castoria can never upset a baby’s 


tender stomach. It doesn’t rush 
turbulently through his tiny system. 
And it won’t cause diarrhoea or 
cramping pains. You see, it con- 
tains no harsh drugs, no narcotics. 
Only the purest of pure ingredients. 
A famous baby specialist said he 
couldn’t write a better prescription 
than Castoria. 


And important as anything else 
. . . Castoria tastes good. Children 
love it — think it’s a treat.. Some 
mothers are inclined to overlook the 
importance of pleasant taste in a 
laxative. They forget that forcing a 
child to take a bad-tasting medicine 
can completely and seriously upset 
his entire nervous system. 





So stay on the safe side, as mil- 
lions of mothers are doing, and 
keep a bottle of Castoria on hand, 
always. You can get it at every 
drug store in the country. Ask for 
the Family Size bottle. It holds 
more ... lasts longer . . . and gives 
you more for your money. 


CASTORIA 


The laxative made especially for babies and growing children 


Castoria trade-mark registered in Canada 
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Pegsy Ann and Her Puppy. Peter 







A Cut-out for Children 
by PEGGY WESTOBY 








Here's a nice little doll and her jolly wee dog to 
play with. Cut Peggy Ann and her puppy and dresse: 
out and paste them on strong paper or thin cardboard. 
Isn't she sweet in her party frock and bow? and how 
funny she looks in her white clown suit with the black 
pompons! Be careful not to cut off the little white 
tabs that fasten Peggy Ann's clothes on her! 
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M‘“™ a healthy baby owes his 
grand start in life to St. Charles 
Milk. It’s so much easier to digest— 
and it’s irradiated by the finest 
method known to science for an 
extra supply of Sunshine Vitamin D. 


St. Charles is fresh . . . evaporated 

. just a few hours after milking time. 

Borden safeguards its quality and 

purity by the strictest standards in 
the dairy industry. 

That’s why St. Charles Milk is 
better for babies—and better for 
cooking and table use. Get St. 
Charles from your grocer today. 
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*Made in Canada 
since 1899 
o> 
; ; 
Borden’ ST. CHARLES MILK 
5 lp | ? * 
fe THE BETTER IRRADIATED EVAPORATED MILK 
a 
: | t's BOVRIL 
7 { q It’s you need | 
i If you are easily tired and get # 
# that ‘‘middle of the morning” i 
ii a) feeling, try taking a cup of i 
= Ce Bovril daily. As soon as you # 
i 2 — drink Bovril you feel its invig- i 
These are Chatelaine patterns, 3 orating action on the system. # 
y priced at 15 cents. Patterns — Bovril is quick to check fatigue #3 
may be ordered from leading 33 and restore vitality. 3 
- stores or direct from Pattern =: HH 
Service, 481 University Avenue, HH Hy 
Toronto. Descriptions on page 83 =: 38 
# prevents that sinking feeling = 


Princess lines are particularly suited to the very young. For play ginghams or school cottons 
' and jerseys, rough or figured or plaid weaves follow the lead in the grown-up world. Get 
the zestful new swinging theme into your children's clothes, too. 
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STEEDMAN’S KEEP 
CHILDREN HEALTHY 


Four generations of mothers have used Steedman’s 
Powders fer their children, to promote regular bowel 


action, cleanse the system, and to relieve colic and 
feverish conditions. A safe and genile laxative for 
children from teething time to twelve years of age. 


Mothers Praise Steedman’s 
“I wouldn't be without Steedman’s—have used 
them with all my four children.” 
“If my boy is feverish and cross at night I 
him Steedman’s. The next day he is well and liv: y 
** Your powders certainly turn a cross, restless Nebr 
into a contented one.” 


Valuable Booklet and Sample 


FREE“: eee a your copy of ourfamouslittle 

*Itcon- 
tains many nuiee "Saas for treating children’s 
Sent free with sample of Steedman’s 
Dept. 8, 


“Hints to Mothers.’ 


ailments. 
Powders. Write to John Steedman & Co., 
442 St. Gabriel St., Montreal. 


orem, 


gi STEEDMANS 


Wese 
Qeething tcScens POWDERS 
Insist on Steedman's—look for the 
double EE symbol on each package 40M 





SNAP 


Superf ine 


POWDER 


Youcan —— the min- 

ute you use it, that 
Snap Superfine Powder 
is different from an 

other cleanser. No 
scrubbing or hard 
rubbing—one easy 
sweep and every- 
thing is bright and 
shining. Soft and 
superfine in texture 
—cannot scratch or dull the finest surface. 
Wonderful for windows, 
mirrors, bath-tubs, sinks, 
and all household cleaning, 


MADE BY THE 
MAKERS OF SNAP 










THE GREAT HAND CLEANER 










English Wax — it 


rr 


WAX 


PASTE 


To Lasting BEAUTY 


Now... you can cut waxing 
time and work in half with 
the new, easier-polishing Old 
LASTS 
weeks longer! At all dealers. 





| 








Doin’s in Harrisfield 


(Continued from page 55) 


play jest to make change, I tell ye. I’ve 
done it myself, and there’s many like me. 

“I well remember once at our Fair, there 
was some grand rugs the women had been 
hookin’ an’ crochetin’ all winter, and they 
was so cheap it broke your heart. 

“One fella from town, he brought his 
new wife down, an’ she wanted one o’ them 
little rugs. You could just see her eyes 
eatin’ it up. It was a real bargain too, not 
more’n a dollar maybe. 

‘‘It’s jest the thing for the bedroom,’ 
she kep’ sayin’, an’ he wouldn’t buy it fer 
her. 

But before they left, he bought her one 
o’ them worthless imitation ivory fans with 
vi'lets or some such painted on it, and 
you'd have thought he was givin’ her the 





The King’s Wife 


(Continued from page | 1) 





parents’ absence in Australia this child 
held the stage; their return was a riot of 
excitement for the many “fans” of the 
most satisfactory family we possess in 
public life. His second child was born 
three years after the first, and the Duke— 
that man still of few words—spoke, “Please 
let me bring up my children in some 
privacy...... 

The press realized his appeal was justi- 
fied; and we heard little of the household 
at 145 Piccadilly and later, at Royal 
Lodge, for some time: in fact, so little was 
written that the cruel (and entirely un- 
founded) rumor’ got about that Princess 
Margaret Rose could neither talk nor hear. 
Those who have heard her do the former 
and seen her do the latter, can deny it 
most emphatically. 

This, then, was the quiet triumph of our 
Queen. A husband who has thrown off 
illness and handicaps, an effective, tri- 
umphant king. No one could describe 
him lately as once did, I believe, his friend, 
Mr. Logue, as a “‘slim, quiet man with 
tired eyes and all the outward symptoms 
of the man upon whom habitual speech 
defect had begun to set the sign.”” These 
words, quoted in a Sunday paper, give one 
some idea of the intensity of the struggle, 
and the greatness of the victory—for his 
Queen. 

Come behind the scenes and forget that 
limelight is considered the measure of suc- 
cess; forget the innumerable silly stories 
that we hear and read about Royalty; 
forget our own amazing tendency to re- 
gard, so unflatteringly, anything a King 
and Queen do that is normal, and human, 
as surprising! 

“Our home life is just like any other 
happy home,” the Queen is reported to 
have said; yet in the light of what we 
know she has done for her husband, we 
must cease to regard her as just a “dear 
little Duchess” and realize that here is a 
mature woman of tremendous purpose and 
unfaltering energy who has brought the 
joy of life to a rather grim young man. 


THIS HAPPY home life? The Duke and 
Duchess, having each other, rarely needed 
to go out, except when it was a duty 
engagement. Mostly you would find them 
sitting at home, reading, listening to the 
radio, possibly even thinking over some- 
thing the Duchess had written. For I am 
told she can write amusing verse. 


crown jools the way he talked about it. 

“It jest seemed to him, I guess, he had 
to buy her somethin’ to git that look off 
her face, and it never crost his mind he 
could jest as easy git her somethin’ worth 
havin’ or somethin’ she wanted, even if it 
was cheap. There’s lots o’ men thinks a 
woman’s jest foolish anyhow, and you 
might as well give ’em one fool thing as 
another. 

“Now that there fella was trainin’ his 
wife up to be a boss pants-pocket robber, 
and serve him right. 

* * * 

“‘Well, here’s yer dress, all nice and fresh. 
I'll jest slip it in the bag agin. That blue 
paper’ll keep it white. There was a lady 
back home wore her weddin’ dress for her 
golden weddin’, and though she’d gone up 
and down with the years, she got all 
shrunk up at the last and got into it as 
slick as ye please. Don’t let nothin’ I said 
discourage ye. But say, did you read in 
the paper about that lady that jest waited 
to celebrate her golden weddin’, and then 
if she didn’t go off and leave her husband 
flat? If you ast me. I call that carryin’ 
sentiment too far.”’ 


A true Scots wife, she centres her cares 
on the comforts of her man, arranges his 
diet so that any delicacy of digestion that 
remains is catered to and manages her 
house through her most efficient staff. 
Both father and mother really do spend as 
much time as they can with the children. 
It is said, but I do not know with what 
truth, that from his Naval days there per- 
sists in “Bertie” the talent for making 
cocoa; and that when he and his wife come 
home late they dispense with outside help, 
and the Duke makes hot cocoa for them 
both. That this has almost grown into the 
ceremony. Whether this be true or not 
(and it probably is!) it is significant that 
this is the sort of family we love—the 
homely simple folk. In Scandinavia, and 
now in Britain, we have the pleasant sight 
of democracy’s own type of kingly family. 

Their former life was very carefully 
planned: at 10 a.m. sharp, the Duke was 
in his office, which, by the way, was offi- 
cially outside 145 Piccadilly, and down the 
road toward Victoria, though few knew 
this. Here he read the newspapers, pre- 
pared speeches and met visitors. It ap- 
pears that whenever he could, he went out 
with his wife for a walk, or shopping. 
When they could they played tennis—at 
which the Duke was extremely good. The 
Duchess loved entertaining her friends 
(every born housewife does that), and her 
informal luncheons and dinners were 
always successful. In fact, imagine the 
day of any busy husband and wife, who 
are supremely happy in each other’s com- 
pany, and you have their day. Time 
snatched together as much as possible, 
time with the children, and time to read! 

What is her home like, this Duchess who 
has become Queen, and who so soon must 
move to the rather desolate grandeurs of 
Buckingham Palace? Perhaps the morn- 
ing room, downstairs, is the most used 
room, and it is used by the children as 
well. It is plainly furnished, with books 
and a wireless and gramophone; with a 
corner for toys and, behind a screen, the 
famous dustpans and brushes with which 
the heiress to the greatest Empire the 
world has ever seen and her baby sister 
sweep that room’s carpet every morning. 

Her own rooms show the Queen’s per- 
sonal taste. As may be expected, they are 
not modern and they are done throughout 
in pastel shades of green, blue, old rose and 
other characteristic colors. For she re- 
mains exactly the type of woman she 
always was, timeless in style, essentially 
the wife and mother; quite definitely not 
the “‘smart socialite.’” One remembers the 
charming remark of her father, which I 
believe to be authentic. On hearing com- 
ments on his daughter’s engagement to 
the King’s son, the Earl of Strathmore 
said: ‘‘We are simple people, we never 
aspired to court circles—-but he’s a fine, 
clean young man and I like him.” 


LAURENTIAN AGENCIES, MONTREAL 
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STOP 
gABY S COLD 


BEFORE IT GETS WORSE 


A FIREMAN will tell you big fires are 
little fires when they start. That’s why 
they always hurry to put them out. 
Don’t let your baby’s little cold develop 
into a “big cold” or something worse. 
Be in a hurry to check it. Let Mrs. 
G , of Winona, Ont., tell you how. 
“T have five healthy children and used 
Baby’s Own Tablets for all of them. 
When I see a cold coming on, I give 
the tablets and in a day or so they are 
quite well again. I think there is 
nothing better.” 

Baby’s Own Tablets are safe and sure 
in their action. They correct the cause 
of Baby’s trouble. Yet they are utterly 
free from opiates or stupefying drugs. 
An analyst’s report is given on each 
package. 

Effective in clearing up teething 
troubles, constipation, simple fevers, 
diarrhoea, upset stomach, colic and 
summer complaint, irritability, simple 
croup and other of “baby’s” ailments. 

Your druggist will return your money 
if you are not satisfied with Baby’s 
Own Tablets. Try them, 25 cents. 








‘GENERAL HEALTH’ NIPPLE 









Comfort and safety in baby 
feeding! The non-collapsible 
"General Health" Nipple slips 
on easily and the special inner 
ring locks the nipple securely 
on the bottle. Baby can't pull 
it off. Yet mother can easily 
Can be boiled repeatedly 
mrine t injury. In two sizes—25c¢ and 

Oc—ask | yqist for it by name 


“GENERAL HEALTH” NIPPLE 


Distributors 


remove it, 











Combination Pacifier 
and Teething Ring 


/tygienic-Soothin 
Non- Collapsible r 





Address Label Shows When 


Your Subscription Expires 

| pond: last line on the address label 

this copy indicate es clearly the 

@ and year which your 
present subscription expires. 


with 


To keep our representatives in all 
parts of Canada advised as to 
expiration dates is impossible, so 
when called upon— 


If In Doubt Consult Your Label 


3-IN-ONE OIL 
IS A BLEND 
OF THREE 


PRODUCT FINE OILS 


BES MACHINES, WRINGERS, HINGES, 
LOCKS, TOYS, ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES, ETC, 


3-IN-ONE OIL 


LUBRICATES*CLEANS*PREVENTS RUST 


FOR CARPET SWEEPERS, WASHING 
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le you want to know what it 
really means to * Live Electrically ~’ 
investigate the General Electric Home. It 
offers you countless practical suggestions 
for modernizing your present home or de- 
signing a new one. 

You'll enjoy life more with the healthful 
comfort of General Electric Winter Air Con- 
ditioning. You'll find new thrills in preparing 
meals in a G-E Kitchen where everything 


from cooking to dish-washing is done 


ip 


a) 


pede aie 


id dualia stato 
SESE 


electrically. And you can gain new freedom 
from drudgery with General Electric laundry 
equipment. 

In every room of the General Electric Home 
you will see how proper lighting protects the 
eyes of young and old... and how plenty of 
convenience outlets facilitate the use of 
modern electric servants. 

We will be glad to send you an illustrated 
booklet telling you how your home can be 
a General Electric Home. Mail the coupon 


below for your free copy. 


CANADIAN 
GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 


GENERAL ELECTRIC 


Canadian General Electric Co. Limitec 


212 King St. West, TORONTO 


Please send me, without obligation 
free copies of the illustrated booklets 
“The General Electric Home” an 
“The New Art of Living”. KM-17¢ 


Name 


Town 


‘ 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
! 











OF HOME MANAGEMENT 


A DEPARTMENT 
CONDUCTED BY HELEN 6G. CAMPBELL 





GAMES 
At Your P arty 


by KEN GRAY 






Get things going . . and your 
party’s a success. 

Ever try Celebrities, _ Funny 
Faces—Smells—Murder? 
They’re first aid to the Winter 
hostess and fun for all! 


with frothy theses and thoses, gay-colored jellies, 
sugary nothings and plenty of lively, mirth- 
provoking games. Games are saviors at many 
parties; the party for the ’teen-ites, still self-conscious of 
their dancing; for the not-so-naive who are bored with 
continual dancing; and for the many family gatherings 
where differences in ages and tastes complicate matters. 
There is no use in planning an evening’s bridge when 
Uncle Tom would never abide it, or a night’s dancing 
when Grannie can barely hobble and Dad’s repertoire ends 
abruptly after the polka, old-fashioned waltz and minuet 
are over. 
So there is nothing for it but to have an evening of peppy 
party games. First how about 


A LL THE world loves a real, honest-to-goodness party 


CELEBRITIES 


This is a good icebreaker for any party and gives you an 
opportunity of expressing personal opinions about the 
high mucky-mucks of today’s world. Before the soirée you 
(the organizer) write the names of celebrities such as Mae 
West, Walter Winchell, George Bernard Shaw, Mussolini, 
Greta Garbo, Al Capone, Cleopatra, Mackenzie King, 
Sally Rand, Anthony Eden, Crippen, Frankenstein or who 
you will, on cards. 

As the guests arrive, pin cards on their backs and tell 
them to find out who they are by asking questions to be 
answered by other guests by “yes,” “no” or “I don’t 
know.” 

When all have discovered the celebrities they repre- 

















Bei. 
om 
«a. 


—— 4 ae 











4 


lane eee =e: oS 

ese Sar” Le 
es EO FE 
ee Le me, eae Sea 


February is a special party month — with St. Valentine's a colorful theme. 


sent, ask them to give impersonations and the best one 


wins a small prize. 
Now we’re started. Let’s try 


FUNNY FACES 


Set the chairs in a circle and elect an “It” to go into the 
centre. The idea is to smile when “It” smiles at you; laugh 
when “It” laughs at you, but the moment “Tt” stops 
laughing and makes a funny face at you you must keep 
deadly serious. If you fail to keep a straight face it is your 
turn in the centre, but if you succeed in keeping a serious face 


for at least thirty seconds “‘It’’ must pass on to the next 
player in the circle. While “‘It’’ is tempting his victim the 
others can laugh as much as they wish. 

Next get the windbag of the party to blow up the 
balloons and start a game of 


BALLOON BALL 


Put a string waist high across the room and detail a team 
to each side of the string. The idea is to bat the balloon 
over the “Net” and when it is on your side to keep it from 
touching the floor. A hit counts [Continued on page 71} 
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unassuming casserole. It scores on all three counts, 

and if that isn’t enough to endear it to any house- 

keeper, I don’t know what is. Unless, of course, one 
considers the good things that come out of it. 

Think of the thrifty aspects of casserole cooking. You 
can take a round of any of the cheaper meats, put it with 
some very ordinary vegetables, add an appropriate bit of 
seasoning, and in due course have a dish which shames 
many of the most expensive, as regards flavor and real 
nutritive value. Or you can do clever tricks with other 
foods and combinations of them to produce something in 
the best of taste for your dinner’s main course. 

Left-overs are right down its alley, and often appear as 
delicious scalloped dishes after a brief heating en casserole. 
Raggy ends of roasts or the sad remains of a steamed fish 
are completely rejuvenated and their reappearance is hailed 
with cheers when they are carefully prepared, combined, 
seasoned and served in this handiest of all dishes. Left-over 
vegetables, a bit of cooked rice, the remains of Sunday’s 
bird—any of these will inspire a good cook to concoct a 
delectable casserole meal. And while she’s about it, she will 
quite likely make use of an egg yolk or white that was left 
over, that hard end of cheese, a bit of gravy or soup and 
those old pieces of bread which she reduces to crumbs and 
sprinkles over the top of her mixture. There’s no doubt 
about the economy of dishes like these. 

Time saving? You prepare one dish instead of two or 
three and that saves some time, doesn’t it? Even if you 
are preparing two or three, the one in the casserole requires 
a minimum of watching, and of course being able to take 
the casserole right to the table reduces the serving time and 
cuts down on dishwashing. 

I suppose to be perfectly correct, we shouldn’t say any- 
thing about desserts when we’re discussing casseroles. 
True casserole dishes are really supposed to be meat, 
cooked for a long time in a cleverly seasoned sauce. But 
since we’ve already branched out and now include vege- 
table dishes and other savory combinations as a matter of 
course, it’s only fair to let desserts take advantage of this 
time- and labor-saving method of cooking. All kinds of 


\ A TIME, labor and money saver, give me the 


STAKE YOUR COOKING REPUTATION 
ON THIS VERSATILE UTENSIL 


Perform magic with the sturdy fat-handled 
baking dish and your limp looking leftovers. 
Families go for spicy baked beans latticed 
in sizzling bacon, dishes of scalloped ham 
and vegetables, and such unexpected con- 
coctions as lamb surprise, savory potatoes 
with cheese and scalloped noodles and 
stuffed eggs. 

You'll create an awful stir with escalloped 
oysters, as a party supper dish, and the 
one-dish dinner (chopped steak, corn and 
tomatoes, in decorative layers) was made 
for bridge or maid's-day-out meals. 

For a special splurge, bowl everyone over 
with Maryland chicken en casserole. 
Dessert specials are the baked banana 
pudding and cocoanut bread pudding with 
jam and meringue. 

Stake your cooking reputation on a casser- 
ole. 





baked custards, cereal puddings, desserts with a cake basis, 
many fruit preparations and others can be baked and taken 
to the table in the casserole. They’re sure to taste good and 
they certainly look their best. 

Menus built around casserole dishes should give a 
thought to color contrasts, to consistency and to form. For 
example, if you serve baked beans in one of those sturdy 
pottery casseroles with a fat, stubby handle, an excellent 
follow-up course would be a crisp green salad with a light, 
sharp dressing. Naturally there would be brown bread to 
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go with the beans and perhaps a bottle of chili sauce or 
tomato catsup for an added fillip. For dessert, a baked fruit 
“crisp,” diced fruits molded in a tart jelly or a light-as-air 
lemon pudding. 

A casserole dessert tops off many a meal in a thoroughly 
appreciated fashion. Take the cocoanut bread pudding, 
for instance, complete with delicately browned cocoanut 
meringue and brought to the table in its good-looking 
oven-glass baker. Serve it after a meal of grilled steak or 
chops, baked tomatoes and spinach molds or buttered 
carrots, and I’ll guarantee there will be no complaints. 

Get out your casserole for some of these delicious 
combinations. 

Spicy Baked Beans 
2 Cans of pork and beans 4 Teaspoonful of ground 
(18 oz. can) ginger 


14 Cupful of water \% Teaspoonful of mustard 
1 Tablespoonful of sugar Celery salt 


1% Teaspoonful of salt 6 Strips of bacon 
Mix the beans with the water, sugar and spices. Put ina 
buttered casserole and lay strips of bacon over the top. 
Bake in a moderate oven, 375 deg. Fahr., for 20 minutes. 
Serves six. 
Liver and Spaghetti en Casserole 


4 Tablespoonfuls of ¥% Tablespoonful of 
chopped onion chopped parsley 
1 Tablespoonful of fat 4 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Cupful of beef or pork Pepper 
liver (diced) \ Cupful of spaghetti 
34 Cupful of tomato pulp Boiling salted water 


Add the onion to the melted fat and cook until lightly 
browned. Add the diced liver, parsley and seasonings, and 
cook for ten minutes. Add the tomato pulp obtained by 
forcing partially drained canned tomatoes through a sieve, 
and simmer for twenty minutes. Pour this mixture over 
the spaghetti which has been cooked until tender in the 
boiling salted water, drained and turned into a buttered 
casserole. Sprinkle with grated hard cheese and place in a 
moderate oven until the cheese is melted. 


{Continued on page 74} 
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More wonderful 
than Aladdin’s Lamp 


YOU CAN NOW ENJOY 
VARIETY, DELICIOUSNESS AND 
NEW WHOLESOMENESS IN MEALS 


@ Yes, you have greater magic than Aladdin’s — be- 
cause it’s real. 

For even the richest Croesus of not so many years 
ago would have considered as luxuries beyond imagi- 
nation the great variety of delicious foods that can grace 
your table today. 

Thanks to the modern canning industry, vegetables 
and fruits, for instance, that were picked at their peak 
of summer freshness, keep that summer goodness per- 
fectly in your pantry. Canned meats, fish, soups, milk— 
these, too, are ready for you to choose for any meal... 
with a great saving of time and effort .. . and of money, 
as well; for there’s no waste in canned foods. 

Take full advantage of this modern magic that you 
have at your finger tips. Keep your pantry stocked with 
all of the good and wholesome foods the modern 


miracle of canned foods provides. 


DID YOU KNOW THIS? 


Due to modern, scientific methods, nature’s vitamins are conserved 
in high degree in commercially canned foods ...more successfully 
than in foods cooked the usual way at home. 

Furthermore, food minerals which are soluble in water and or- 
dinarily lost at home when cooking water is thrown away, are 
retained by the canning process. The fresh food is sealed * the 
cans, then seal-cooked, locking the goodness IN. 


COMPANY 
ae 


Montreal, Que. Hamilton, Ont. Toronto, Ont. 


American Can Company, Ltd., Vancouver, B.C, 
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Play Games 


Continued from paae 64 





six and first to get 30 points wins the game. 

When the game is over hand spoons 
around and tell your guests to form a ring. 
Put a balloon on a spoon and pass it to 
the next player who passes it to the next. 
Hands are barred and balloons can be re- 
covered only by skilful juggling with the 
spoon. If the balloon hits the floor the 
player is eliminated, and last in wins. 

Now we're ready for hilarity of a more 
restful sort. Blow your noses, for the next 
game is 

SMELLS 

Arranged beforehand, ten or more num- 
tered bags (cloth is better than paper) 
confront the guests who are supplied with 
paper and pencils. The guests are asked 
to go down the row smelling each bag, 
noting the number, and naming the com- 
modity they think exudes the particular 
odor. 


Kippers, cinnamon, cloves, gasoline, 
ammonia, coffee and wintergreen are 
favorites. Over-ripe cods’ heads, how- 


ever, are barred. The one with the correct, 
or nearest to correct, list wins. 

How about some indoor speed “‘skating’ 
or, as we shall call it 


’ 


SEALER RACING 


This must be cone on linoleum or hard- 
wood. Select four sealers of the same size 
and put the names of your guests in a hat. 
The names are drawn out in pairs and each 
pair has to race over a stipulated distance 
balanced on sealers. By balancing on the 
left foot and sealer, the right foot is free 
to move ahead the right sealer. Then by 
balancing yourself on the right foot and 
sealer, the left foot is free to move ahead 
the left sealer and so on. The idea is the 
same as with stepping stones, except that 
in this case you have only two “stones” or 
sealers and must move them ahead one at 
a time with the feet. If the sealers tip over, 
as you will find they have a nasty habit of 
doing, the competitor must restart at the 
starting line. 

Winners of each race proceed to the 
next round and so on until the champion 
is declared. It’s breath-taking and lots of 
fun. 

NOSY 

Here again two teams are chosen and 
lined up in columns, each player behind 
the other, facing the same direction. Two 
small matchbox covers (the inside con- 
tainer is not needed) should be in readi- 
ness. These covers are placed on the noses 
of the ‘“‘firsts’’ of each team. A starter calls 
go” and the “‘first’’ turns to the ‘‘second”’ 
and manipulates the cover off his nose on- 
to his teammate’s. He turns to the player 





behind him, and so on down tl ! 
last man has the matchbox cover 
perched on his nose. He ru 
of the line and sends it down the li 
The first original ‘‘first’’ to get into his 
initial position wins the game for his sid 
When the cover falls to the floor it may 
be picked up—but only by the nose! 
Getting near supper-time. Smell thoss 
good things or haven’t you recovered from 
that whiff of gorgonzola you ran your nos¢ 
up against during “‘Smells?” 
good appetite up with 


the 


ne again 


Let’s get a 


BALLOON LACROSSE 

Two wastepaper baskets or cardboard 
boxes are placed at each end of the room. 
Teams are picked and “armed” with 
folded sheets of newspaper to act as “‘nets”’ 
or “‘rackets.”’ The idea is to bat the balloon 
with the paper to the opponent’s basket 
and vice versa. Goals totalled for each side 
decide the winner. 

After such strenuous exercise you'll be 
hungry for the goodies of the party supper. 
Supper over, here is the ideal grand finale. 
It is 

MURDER 

Beforehand, take the same number of 
playing cards as there are guests and be 
sure that three of the cards are the jacks 
of spades, diamonds and hearts. Before 
dealing the cards explain that those receiv- 
ing the red jacks are to be the detectives 
and the person receiving the jack of spades 
is to be the murderer. Impress upon the 
guests the fact that the player receiving 
the jack of spades should not smile, or 
wink, or do anything that might lead the 
others to think that he or she is to be the 
murderer, for the enjoyment of the game 
depends on the murderer keeping the rest 
guessing. Deal the cards. 

Now, explain that the detectives are to 
remain in the living room, while the rest 
scatter over the house. Lights will be 
turned out and the murderer will touch 
his victim and murmur: “You are mur- 
dered.”” The victim must scream on hear- 
ing this and fall to the floor. The scream 
is the signal for the detectives to leave the 
living room and get to work. After the 
scream all players must stand where they 
are, only the murderer being allowed to 
move at the risk of being seen by the 
detectives. 

Now let us say the crowd has scattered 
over the house. The lights are cut off at 
the main to add to the thrill. Suddenly a 
scream rings out, the lights go on and the 
detectives get busy. 

They note the position of the suspects 
and of the body. Then they permit the 
guests to assemble in the living room. 
Here the detectives question the suspects 
and all answers are “Yes,” “‘No” or “I 
don’t know.” All must tell the turth, save 
the murderer. The victim cannot be 
questioned. 

A time limit is set for the solving of each 
crime and in that time the detectives must 
produce their murderer. 

You will find yourselves playing this 
game on into the small hours. 


A Handsome Jacobean Panel 





C481-—-Runner or Wall Panel. In 
beautiful old Jacobean design worked in 
soft shades of green with touches of cherry 
red and gold. Stamped on heavy talleta 
silk in black or light navy with three- 


blue. 


binding in 
handsome, yet made almost entirely with 
the simplest of chain stitches. Size, 17 x 45 


quarter-inch Very 


inches. Complete materials including 


backing, $2.25. 


Order from Marie Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto. 













MY FUTURE MOTHER-IN-LAW ! 




































COMING RIGHT OVER! AND, COOKIES ? THERE'S DIM BULB, YOUVE 
MOLLY, NOT EVEN A CRACKER, NO TIME ! GOT THE MAKINGS 
TO SERVE WITH TEA ! SHE'LL BE HERE | /OF G 

emmaen ; IN FIFTEEN RIGHT HERE ! 


MINUTES ! 


8 


SHELL NEVER APPROVE 
‘| OF YOU. BUT LOOKEE, 
‘| LOOKEE, LOOKEE , HERE 

COME COOKIES! 






IT'S MAGIC! OUT OF THE OVEN 
THEY COME, ME GAL, NICE AND 
BROWN AND COCONUTTY. AND 
\ \WHERES YOUR MOTHER-IN-LAW? 


“Y, | (HERE SHEL, , 
2. \\comes Now) fn 






JUST TOSS YOUR PEEPERS ON ME. 
I'VE MIXED EAGLE BAAND—THE 
MAGIC MILK=- AND SHREDDED 

COCONUT. NOW | DROP THE MIXTURE 
BY SPOONFULS...AND PRESTO— 
MAGICO ? 
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MY DEAR , SUCH LOVELY HOMEMADE 
COOKIES. I'M GLAD MY SON IS 
MARRYING A GOOD COOK. 
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SCONUT MACAROONS - 

e oven (350 F.) 
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from pan at once. 
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Theat MAGIC’S co 
14 cup Eagle Brand Sweeten 
‘? Condensed Milk. 


. ided coconut : 
2 cups shredc ; Swreetencd Con- 


Bake in moderat 
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brown. Remove 
Makes 24- | 
rated Milk won t 











*~ Eagle Branc : Evaporats cam se 
_ Fagak and shredded co onut CAUTION) in this recipes b.. 1 
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. ‘ 


ee The Magic } 
Drop by sp‘ Milk—The Masi 


baking sheet abou 





t1 inch apart. 












weeeee ee 





= A Roto-Picture Cook Book of ! 
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Ri RR & § REE ! Magic Short-Cut Recipes 
N » Pies! C ‘es! Cookies! Puddings! Ice Creams 
ies! akes! Candies! Cookies! Puddings! ° 
Re oa (freeser and automatic refrigerator)! Salac Dressings! _All 
MAGIC made in new, magic, short-cut ways that are simply amazing! 


And failure-proof! Write The Borden Company Limited, 
Dept. M-Cl , Yardley House, Toronto 2, Ont. 
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BREAKFAST 


Sliced Bananas 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 








Stewed Figs 
Bread and Milk 
Bran Muffins 
Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 





Half Grapefruit 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


(Sunday) 
Pineapple Juice 
and Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toasted Rolls Jam 
Soffee Tea 


Prunes with Lemon 
Cereal 
Toasted Nut Bread Jam 
Coffee Tea 
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Tomato Juice 
Pancakes Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


11 
Cereal with Raisins 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


12 
Lemon and Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Bran Muffins Honey 
Coffee Tea 


13 
Sliced Bananas 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


14 (Sunday) 
Half SPeapatrelt 
Grilled Smoked Fish 


Toast 
Coffee Tea 


| 


= 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Curried Chicken 
with Rice 
Baked Peaches with Cocoanut 
Cake 
Tea 


Cheese Fondu 
Sweet Pickles 
Fruit Jelly Whip Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 


‘ome Loaf 
Tomato Sauce 
Head Lettuce French Dressing | 
Apple — o= Tuesday) 
Frosted Cake 
(use ies oear| cottage ta 
Tea Coc 


Canned Corned Beef 
Mustard 
Potato Salad 
Hot Biscuits Maple Syrup 
Tea 


Codfish Cakes 
Chili Sauce 
Potato Chips 
Piaagyete. Celery and Nut Salad | 
Cocoa 


Small Sausages 
Sauerkraut 
Canned Apricots 
Ginger Cookies 
Tea 


Cream of Mushroom Soup 
Jellied Vegetable Salad 
Hot Rolls ; 
Cream Puffs Chocolate Filling 
Tea Cocoa 


Bacon 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Canned Berries 
Nut Bread 
Tea 


Rice juettes 
Cheese Sauce 
Grated Carrot, Onion and 
Green Pe Salad 
Fresh Jelly Roll 

Tea Cocoa 


Scotch Broth 
Canned Salmon Salad 
Prune Whip 

Tea 


Shepherd's Pie 
Tomato soe 
Baked Apples with Cream 
Tea Cocoa 





Baked Beans 
Brown Rolls 
Diced Fruits in Cherry Jelly 
x Custard a 
ea 


DINNER 


Swiss Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Butterscotch Tapioca 
with Chopped Peanuts 
Coffee Tea 
Roast of Pork 
Apple Sauce 
Browned Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
| Chocolate Cottage Pudding 
Marshmallow Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Celery Soup 
Cold Roast Pork 
Mashed Potatoes 
Stewed Tomatoes 
Baked Lemon Pudding 
Coffee Tea 





Scalloped Oysters and Noodles 
seca reen Pepper and 
imiento Slaw 
Steamed Raisin Pudding 
an Sugar Sauce 
| Tea 





Onion Soup with Cheese 
Spinach with Poached Eggs 
Baked Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 





Breaded Veal Cutlets 


Au Gratin Potatoes Peas | 


Individual Baked Custards 
Coffee Tea 





Roast Goose 
with Dressing 
Potatoes 
_ Turnip Fluff 
Fruit Cup Fancy Cakes 
Coffee Tea 


| Clear Tomato Soup 
Cold Roast Goose 
Potato Cakes Creamed Onions 
Apple CungenE 
Coffee ea 





| Blanc Mange with Fruit Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Cold Sliced Pot Roast 
Pickle Relish 


Baked Potatoes Stewed Corn 


| Cueees & = er Pudding 
uce 


Liver and Onions 
| Creamed Potatoes Spinach 
| Rice Pudding with Grated 
| Lemon Rind 


Coffee Tea 


a 


Poached Fillets of Haddock 
Duchess Potatoes 
Brussels Sprouts 

owl Maple Pudding 
Tea 





Creamed Eggs on Toast 
Celery Curls 
Canned Plums 
ee 


Celery and Oyster Patties 
Cranberry Jelly Squares 


| Hot Baked Picnic Ham 
Mashed Potatoes 
Buttered Cauliflower 
Orange Junket 
Coffee Tea 
| 





Fresh Vegetable Soup 
Cold Sliced Ham 
Pickled Crab Apples 


Parsnips 


1 
Orange Juice 







15 BREAKFAST 


Apples 
Bread and Hot Milk 


Meals of the Month 


Twenty-eight Menus for February 





Corn Muffins Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
16 
Orange Juice 
Cereal 
Bacon Toast 
Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 
17 
Stewed Apricots 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


ney ood Juice 
Poached Eggs on Toast 
Coffee Tea 


19 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 


—— * Toast Conserve 


Beha ea 
20 

| Prepared Cereal 

| 


with Sliced Bananas 
Raisin Scones Jelly 
Coffee Tea 
21 
(Sunday) 


Grape Juice 
French Toast 


Bacon Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
22 
Orange Halves 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


| 
j 


} 





Prunes with Lemon 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 





Apple Sauce 
Cereal : 
Broiled Smoked Herring 
Toast 


Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Honey 
| Coffee Tea 


Half Grapefruit 
Waffles and Syrup 
Coffee ea 


with Lemon 
Cereal 
Bacon Toast 
Coffee Tea 


(Sunday) 
Chilled Cranberry Juice 


on Lettuce Candi sweet t Savory Omelet 
| Angel Gas Chocolate Sauce aoe a | Toast Jam 
Cocoa Hot Mince Pie Coffee Tea 
7 - Coffee Tea 





Raisin Scones 


| Head Lettuce French Dressing 


| 


cttianndde ee bsingnaiiiniaainamtotee 
Finnan Haddie Cooked in Milk | 
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DINNER 


LUNCHEON or SUPPER 


Sirloin Steak 
French-fried Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips 
Cocoanut Bread Pudding 
Coffee Tea 


Ham 8 la King on Toast 
Egg Garnish 
Lemon Tarts 

Tea Cocoa 


Rolled Roast of Lamb 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Carrots 

Lime Bavarian Cream 

Coftee Tea 


Kidney Stew 
Hot Rice Molds 
Mixed Fruit Cup 
Sweet Rolls 
Tea Cocoa 


Julienne Soup 
Cold Roast Lamb 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Asparagus (canned) 
Pineapple Shortcake 

Cotfee Tea 


Codfish Balls 
Tomato Sauce 
Head Lettuce Salad 
Hot Biscuits Honey 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Sausages 
Creamed Potatoes 
Boiled Shredded Cabbage 
Apple Crisp 
Coffee Tea 


Casserole of Lima Beans 
(with left-over meat, if any) 
Chilled Apricot Whip 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 





Steamed Salmon Loaf 
Egg Sauce 
Baked Potatoes 
Harvard Beets 
Gingerbread Lemon Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


! 
Cream of Vegetable Soup 
Crackers 
Banana, Grapefruit, Cheese 
and Nut Salad 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Dressed Heart 
Mashed Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Fruit Ice Cream 

Sponge Drops 

Coffee Tea 


Baked Corn Custard 
Hard Brown Rolls 
Apple Compote 
Left-over Gingerbread 
Tea Cocoa 





Pepperpot Soup 
Crackers 
Assorted Sandwiches 
Pickles and Olives 
Canned Peaches 
Sponge Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Fried Chicken 
Potato Puff Spinach 
Cranherry Tapioca 
Whipped Cream 
Coffee Tea 


Hot Beef Loaf 


Riced Potatoe 
Peach Trifle with Almonds Saeaheon ; pn ol 


(use left-over peaches and Baked Apples with Raisins 


juice) ff 
Tea Céone Coffee Tea 


Brown Toast 


Celery Soup 
Cold Meat Loaf 
Mustard Pickles 
Hashed Brown Potatoes 
Fruit-flavored Junket 
Crisp Wafers 
Tea - Cocoa 


Baked Pork Chops 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Coie Siaw 
Johnny Cake Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





Frankfurters 


Baked Potatoes , Clam Chowder 


Baked Stuffed Eggs 





Prune (from Tuesday) 'F 
. , rench-fried Potat m 
and Orange Salad Apricot Ple Fens 
Sweet Rolls ’ Coffee Tes 
Tea Cocoa = 
Beef Stew 


Grilled Kidneys 
and Bacon 
Relish 


Dumplings 
Jellied Vegetable Mold 
on Lettuce 
Baked Chocolate Custard 
Cotlee Tea 


Apple Sauce 
Tea Cocoa 


Oven-fried Fish Steaks 
Parsley Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
Steamed Fig Pudding 
Lemon Sauce 
Coflee Tea 


Cheese Souftlé 


Cranberry Water Ice 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 








Lamb Chops 
Mamee Potatoes 
Glazed Carrots 
Pineapple Upside-down Cake 
Coffee Tea 


Spanish Rice 
Hard Brown Rolls 
Baked Pears in Maple Syrup 
Tea Cocoa 


Consommé 
Dressed Tenderloin 
Baked Sweet Potatoes 
Braised Celery 
Oranges, Bananas and Grapes 
in Lemon Jelly 
_ ‘offee _ Tea 


Chicken Shortcakes 
Sweet Gherkins 
Assorted Small Tarts 
Fruit and Nuts 
Tea Cocoa 


The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances Hucks 


are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month 
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An Old IL louse 


This old-fashioned house offered 
many possibilities both outside and 
in for startling improvements. 






Illustrated hy BE. D. Harris 


dingy room. Now it has trim cup- 
boards and a gleaming new sink. One 
of the kitchen walls illustrated in the 
photographs shows its original state. 
The sketch above shows how cleverly 
a dining alcove has been introduced by 
slightly widening the cupboard and 
utilizing this space. 

A large, antiquated trellised arch 
between the living room and dining 
room has been replaced «by modern 
French doors. Gas grates have been 
removed from both rooms which now 
function as open fireplaces. New radia- 
tors, covered by a window seat, have 
been provided under the windows in the 
living room. Just as striking changes 
have taken place upstairs. The out- 
moded bathroom with its dust-catching 
wood wainscot and obsolete appliances 
has been replaced by a completely new 
and modern bathroom with built-in 
fixtures and blue and white tile floors. 
Each bedroom is now supplied with 
ample cupboards, and the unwieldy 
linen cupboard which formerly stole 
most of the hall space, is now replaced 
by an unobtrusive, but very generous 
one opening from the space between 
the hall and the bathroom. Wouldn’t 
your house be infinitely more livable 
with some of the improvements that 
have given this old house a new lease 
on life? The $2,000 borrowed for such 
an improvement plan would be paid 
back over a period of twenty years. 


The wall below has 
been transformed as 
in the sketch above, 
and a dining alcove 
made from the wid- 
ened cupboard. 






Improvement Contest 


Photograph your renovations, and submit them in 
our new Home Improvement Contest. There's a 
prize every month. 


The first month's contest will close March 30, and the prize- 
winning photographs will be published in the first possible issue of 
Chatelaine, and month by month afterwards. Each month's 
contest will close at the end of the month. 


Remember that it doesn't matter how small or how large your 
renovation is — Chatelaine wants good pictures of interesting 
ideas. Snapshots will do, or sketches of the old plans. But they 
must be clear enough for reproduction. The judges’ decisions as 


to the winners will be final. What was originally a cluttered rear 


entry, has been replanned and refinished 


$ to form this modern laundry. The floor 

Send your entries to is linoleum-covered, the walls and noe 

tinted, and the woodwork given three 

HOME IMPROVEMENT DEPARTMENT coats of paint. An ironing board, a new 
CHATELAINE INSTITUTE window, and a ceiling light are provided 

in addition to the laundry tubs and the 


481 University Ave., Toronto. washing machine. 
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Modernizing 





Here's the story of one interesting 

modernization achievement as de- 

veloped under the Government's 
Home Improvement Plan. 


by Richard Fisher 
(B.Arch., M.R.A.I.C.] 


YOU'VE SEEN dozens of down-at- 
heel old houses, like the one photo- 
graphed on this page, in your own town 
or city, haven’t you? Here is one that 
has been completely rejuvenated from 
cellar to roof, as a sample of what can 
be accomplished under the Govern- 
ment’s Home Improvement Plan. The 
remodelling is a demonstration carried 
out in Montreal by the Canadian 
Institute of Plumbing and Heating, 
W. George DeBelle, architect. 


In addition to the striking changes 
shown in the illustrations on these 
pages, every room in the house has 
been painted and redecorated; the heat- 
ing plant has been modernized; and the 
exterior walls and shingles have been 
refinished to look like new. All this has 
been done within the $2,000 loan limit 
set by the Government in its new plan. 

Take the outside. Would you have 
believed that removing a dark old 
verandah, and making the walls gay 
with white paint, leading the windows 
and using gay colorful window boxes 
could have made such a difference? 
Now it is a house that attracts instant 1) 
attention. 


4 


+ 
Gay flower boxes, white painted brick- 
work, newly stained roof and the re- 
moval of the old porch help change the 
ugly duckling,” below, into this fine 
modern house. 






But it is within doors that the great- 
est changes have been made. The clean, 
delicately tinted walls and_ freshly 
painted woodwork would probably be 
the first thing to strike your eyes. The 
kitchen was an inconvenient dark and 


a Cha telaine 's Home 


Every month, beginning March, Chatelaine will pay 
$25.00 for the best example of home improvements 
submitted each month. a 





Throughout Canada home owners are planning renovations 
assisted by the terms of the Government's Home Improvement 
Plan. 






ee 


Month by month, beginning March, Chatelaine will pay $25.00 
for the best before-and-after photographs showing actual renova- 
tions undertaken by readers. In addition, interesting photographs 
that may not win the monthly prize will be bought by Chatelaine 
at usual space rates, 


ai 
mi 





po Pt amine : , The amount of money you spend is not important. It's ideas 
hse eee te. COH we want — and actual cali or Seiches illustrating those 
Pe ideas. Attach with your photographs a brief outline of the cost 
The photograph shows the original entrance to the house. The sketch shows and details of the plans involved. 
what has been evolved by doing away with the old wooden verandah, and 
replacing it with a small cement and brick terrace. The new, modern The contest is for readers of Chatelaine anywhere in Canada, . 
entrance door is infinitely more attractive than the old-fashioned double except employees of The MacLean Publishing Company ined thanke 


wooden door originally on the house. The windows have been leaded in 
plain glass 


immediate families. 


J 
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SOME OF THE 57 
Vegetable Beef 

(Beef Broth) 
Scotch Broth 
Vegetable Soup 
Chicken with Rice 
Chicken with Noodles 
Corn Chowder 
Ox Tail 


Cream of Asparagus 
Cream of Celery 
Cream of Mushroom 
Cream of Spinach 
Cream of Tomato 
Cream of Onion 
Cream of Green Pea 
Bean Soup 





ie 








—which means the difference 
’ between ‘just eating” and 
keen enjoyment of one’s food 





VEN A brief gesture of afternoon 

hospitality calls for a wise choice of 
food. And in the selection of soup for 
luncheon or dinner, an ever increasing 
number of women turn with confidence 
to the Heinz shelf. When they serve a 
Heinz Soup they know there is ove course 
which is bound to be an_ unqualified 
success. And when the soup is superb it 
lends glamour to each succeeding course. 
There’s always a best and second best 
in everything. The few cents more you 
may pay for Heinz Soups make so much 
difference. Almost any soup wi// do; but 
Heinz Soups—generous with the quality 
and savour of fine selected meats, choice 
flavoursome vegetables and delicious with 
real cream—are the kind you can eat 


“Your soups are always delicious, but I think 


this is the best you’ve ever made.” 


“My dear, I wish I could say I had made it, but 


I didn’t really—it’s a Heinz Soup.” 





with gusto. Every spoonful is appetizing, 
rich, satisfying, with the home-made 
flavour that comes-from patient, skilful, 
complete cooking. 


Each Heinz Soup is of the finest quality, 
enticing in taste and so completely 
Jinished that you need add nothing—just 
heat, pour and enjoy. There’s a variety 
of Heinz Soup to suit every occasion— 
your dealer has them for you. 


HEINZ BOOK OF SALADS AND MEAT RECIPES 
Over 100 pages of recipes with many illustrations. 
Salads — dressings — canapés — sandwiches — 
meat dishes — carving suggestions. Send 25 
cents. Or only 10 cents with labels from 3 tins of 
Heinz Soups. Address H. J. Heinz Company, 
Dept. C48, Toronto. 


Canadian plant established at Leamington, 1909. 
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Cook in a Casserole 


(Continued from page 67] 


Scalloped Ham and Vegetabies 


In the bottom of a greased casserole 
place small pieces of left-over cooked ham. 
Cover with a layer of thinly sliced raw 
potatoes, then a layer of thinly sliced 
onion. Continue the layers thus until the 
dish is filled, having a layer of ham on 
the top. Season with pepper, paprika, a 
dash of sage and thyme and a little mace. 
Blend two tablespoonfuls of flour with 
two cupfuls of milk and pour over the 
materials in the casserole. Bake for one 
half to three quarters of an hour in a 
moderate oven—375 deg. Fahr. 


Lamb Surprise 


3 Cupfuls of cooked rice 
11% Cupfuls of diced cooked lamb 
(left-over) 
2 Slices of chopped bacon 
Grated cheese 
11% Cupfuls of canned tomatoes 
Buttered bread crumbs 


Place the rice in a buttered casserole. 
Make a hollow in the centre and fill with 
diced lamb to which chopped bacon has 
been added. Grate cheese on the top and 
pour over it the canned tomatoes. Spread 
with buttered bread crumbs and bake in a 
moderate oven, 350 deg. Fahr., for 45 
minutes. 


Savory Potatoes With Cheese 


2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
11% Cupfuls of milk 
1 Cupful of grated cheese 
Salt and pepper 
1 Small onion, finely chopped 
14 Green pepper, finely chopped 
1 Pimiento, finely chopped 
4 or 5 Medium-sized potatoes, boiled 
and cut in dice 


Melt the butter in the top part of a 
double boiler, add the flour and cook over 
low heat, stirring constantly until blended. 
Add the milk gradually and cook over hot 





Small daughter 
has a corner of 
her own in this 
comfortable 
room, 


water until thickened, stirring to prevent 
lumping. Add the cheese and stir until 
melted. Season with salt and pepper to 
taste, then add the finely chopped onion, 
green pepper and pimiento. In a greased 
casserole put alternate layers of the diced 
cooked potatoes and the sauce, having the 
sauce on top. Bake for 20 minutes in a 
moderate oven, 350 deg. Fahr., and serve 
hot. 


Scalloped Noodles and Stuffed Eqgs 


1 Package of noodles (41% oz.) 
Boiling salted water 
6 Eggs 
Salt and pepper 
Mustard 
Vinegar 
Milk to moisten 
1% Tablespoonfuls of butter 
2 Tablespoonfuls of flour 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Cupful of boiling water, 
mixed with 
1 Cupful of evaporated milk 
Grated cheese 


Drop the noodles into a large quantity 
of boiling salted water and boil briskly until 
tender. Drain and rinse. Place in the 
bottom of a buttered casserole. Hard-cook 
the eggs, peel and cut in halves lengthwise. 
Remove the yolks, mash and season with 
salt and pepper, mustard and a little 
vinegar. Add milk to moisten. Refill the 
whites with the mixture and place the 
stuffed eggs on the noodles in the casserole. 
Melt the butter, blend in the flour and 
salt, and gradually add the mixed water 
and evaporated milk. “Cook, stirring con- 
stantly until the mixture is thick and 
smooth and pour over the eggs and noodles 
in the casserole. Sprinkle grated cheese 
over the top and brown in a moderate oven 
—350 deg. Fahr. 


One Dish Dinner 
(chopped steak, corn and tomatoes) 


4 Tablespoonfuls of fat 
2 Medium green peppers, sliced 
1 Medium onion, chopped 
1 Pound of chopped round 
steak 
1—1)% Teaspoonfuls of salt 
\4 Teaspoonful of pepper 
2 Eggs 
2 Cupfuls of corn (niblets) 
4 Medium tomatoes (sliced) 
4 Cupful of buttered bread 
crumbs 


A Living Room for Everyone 


THE LIVING ROOM has been meta- 
morphosed from the old-time parlor with 
its stiff tidy-covered chairs and fantastic 
ornaments to the comfortable, convenient 
room of today. As an example, this living 
room above, as shown at the A.C.W.W. 
convention in Washington, groups the fur- 


niture to accommodate old and young, 
with proper lighting facilities, and due 
allowance made for the hobbies of each 
member of the family. To preserve the 
effect of orderliness the larger pieces of 
furniture are parallel with the lines of the 
room, and include two built-in cabinets 


Melt the fat in a frying pan, add the 
sliced green peppers and the chopped 
onion and cook until delicately browned. 
Add the chopped steak and the seasonings 
and cook until the meat is browned. 
Remove from the heat and stir in the 
slightly beaten eggs. Put one half of the 
corn in the bottom of a buttered casserole, 
cover with half of the meat mixture and 
then a layer of sliced tomatoes. Repeat 
with another layer of corn, meat and 
tomatoes. Cover with buttered crumbs 
and bake for 35 minutes in a moderate 
oven—375 deg. Fahr. 


Maryland Chicken en Casserole 


1 to 3 Pound chicken 
1 Egg 
114 Teaspoonfuls of salt 
2 Cupfuls of bread crumbs 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 
6 Slices of bacon 
Sprigs of fresh parsley 


Clean the chicken and cut into suitable- 
sized pieces for serving. Beat the egg well, 
add the salt and cover all parts of the 
chicken with the mixture. Then roll each 
piece in the bread crumbs until the entire 
surface is covered and arrange the pieces 
in a well-buttered oval casserole. Dot with 
bits of butter and bake in a hot oven, 425 
deg. Fahr., for approximately one and one- 
quarter hours. Serve from the casserole 
garnished with the bacon which has been 
cooked to crisp curls and with sprigs of 
fresh parsley. This is a convenient and 
delicious way to prepare chicken and will 
serve five or six persons. 


Escalloped Oysters 


3 Tablespoonfuls of quick 
tapioca 
34 Teaspoonful of salt 
Pepper 
11% Cupfuls of scalded milk 
1 Cupful of oysters, cut in 
halves 
1 Egg 
4 Tablespoonfuls of cracker 
crumbs 
2 Tablespoonfuls of butter 


Combine the tapioca, salt and pepper 
with the scalded milk and cook over hot 
water until the tapioca is clear, stirring 
frequently. Add the halved oysters and 
continue cooking for five minutes. Separ- 
ate the egg yolk and white and fold the 
slightly beaten yolk into the stiffly beaten 
white. Combine with the oyster and 





with closed doors for children’s toys, games 
and books. The ornaments are only those 
serving some useful purpose. Father has 
a comfortable chair close to his books and 
magazines. Small daughter has her own 
corner and shares a good light with 
mother’s corner on the chesterfield. 
Mother’s sewing table is in close reach. 
A living room such as this, planned to 
serve the interests of each member of the 
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tapioca mixture, remove from the heat 
and turn into a greased casserole. Sprinkle 
with the cracker crumbs and dot with the 
butter. Bake in a moderate oven, 350 
deg. Fahr., for 35 to 45 minutes or until 
nicely browned. Four servings. 


Baked Banana Pudding 


}! Bananas 
Juice and grated rind of 
14 lemon 
8; Cupful of granulated sugar 
| Tablespoonful of butter 
Sifted dry bread crumbs 
3 Eggs 
1 Cupful of evaporated milk 
1 Cupful of water 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of vanilla 


Place a layer of thinly sliced bananas 
in the bottom of a well-buttered casserole. 
Sprinkle with lemon juice and grated rind 
and 14 cupful of sugar. Dot with small bits 
of butter. Cover with a thin layer of the 
finely sifted bread crumbs. Repeat until 
the dish is three quarters full. Beat the 
eggs slightly and combine with the 
evaporated milk and the water. Add the 
remaining sugar, salt and vanilla, mix well 
and pour over the bananas in the casserole. 
Place in a pan of hot water and bake in a 
slow oven, 300 deg. Fahr., or until the 
custard is set. Eight servings. 


Cocoanut Bread Pudding With Jam and 
Meringue 


114 Cupfuls of stale bread crumbs 
'4 Cupful of shredded cocoanut 
4 Cupfuls of scalded milk 
3 Egg yolks 
14 Cupful of granulated sugar 
Plum, strawberry or apricot 
jam 
2 Tablespoonfuls of sugar 
(for meringue) 


Soak the bread crumbs and the cocoanut 
in the scalded milk until soft. Add the 
slightly beaten egg yolks which have been 
mixed with the sugar and combine thor- 
oughly. Turn into a casserole, set in a pan 
of hot water and bake for about one hour 
in a moderate oven——350 deg. Fahr. Cool 
and spread with a thick layer of jam. Top 
with the stiffly beaten egg whites to which 
the sugar has been added, sprinkle with 
shredded cocoanut, if desired, and return 
to the oven until delicately browned, 
Serve hot or cold, with or without cream. 


A proper light 
for each unit is 
an all-important 
part of the mod- 
ern home. 


family. is definitely “the heart of the 
home.” 

The other photograph shows how simple 
it is to arrange proper working units in the 
family with the right lighting and furni- 
ture grouping. Mother has a good light for 
reading or sewing; the son of the house can 
do his lessons at a table which can be 
lowered during the day. Father’s chair, 
too, is well lighted and convenient. 





On, 
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nd 
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Mrs. Hendry, of Bala, 
Ontario, whose plans 
for $500 improvement 
in her kitchen won the 
first prize of $100 in 
Chatelaine's Kitchen 
Idea Contest. 


by Helen G. Campbell 


FIRST PRIZE:— 
Mrs. di W. Hendry, 
Bala, Ontario. 
SECOND PRIZE:— 
Mrs. C. McEowr 
Saskatoon, Sask 


SIX PRIZES:-— $25.00 





Leanchoil, B.C. 
Mrs. Anne H. McMakin 


Mrs. E. John Seager Vuncan Havelock, N.B 
Toronto, Ont. Vancouver Island, B.C. tig ce gh eka 
Mrs Wathen Schillinger Mrs. Iris M. Hamilton — . " Goddard, 
Wilcox, Sask. 642 Huron St., peal Pg Se 
Mrs. C 7 Luke faranie, Onion Mrs. W. H. Cumberland 
Edmonton, Alta. Miss Viola Payton Vecker, Man. 
Mrs. Fred Taylor, 395 Walton St., Mrs. E. J. Wagar, 
Toronto, Ontario. Peterborough, Ont. 105 Lack Si., 
Mrs. Mary M. Winch, Mrs. Eleanor M. Kerr, Peterborough, Ont. 
Varsity View P. O., Man. 224 Brookside Ave., Mrs. Edna Whitehead, 
Mrs. Teddie Meek New Glasgow, N.S, Hydro, Ont. 
Raymond, Alta. Mrs. John A. McLeod Mrs. C. E. Barrett, 

Box 135, 52 Lavinia Ave., 
20 PRIZES:— $10.00 Lake Meaant C, P.O. Toronto, Ont. 
Mrs. Muriel E. Massie, Mrs. J. H. Merry, Mrs. Edna J. Tarbolton, 
9912-106 St., 1 School St., 167 Windsor Ave., 
Edmonton, Alta. Moncton, N.B. London, Ontario. 


THE JUDGES had a time of it with the 
hundreds of entries in Chatelaine’s Kitchen 
Idea Contest and twenty-eight winners to 
be picked from the lot. Each one was 
studied, appraised and passed upon, 
according to the problem and the solution 
presented. Here are the lucky women 
from every province as it turned out—who 
have imagined and thoughtfully planned 
the transformation of city, farm or village 
kitchen into a more agreeable and efficient 
home centre. 

Dozens, or rather hundreds, of other 
housekeepers deserve great praise for the 
way they have redesigned their present 
kitchens to overcome faults and make 
the most of good features. Every woman 
had something different to start with, 
and her improvements were designed to 
meet her own conditions and fulfill her own 
requirements. 

The alterations planned by housekeepers 
are as varied as the original backgrounds 
where they now do their work. They have 
enlarged the room or divided it as the case 
demanded, have remodelled inadequate 
windows, closed up or cut in doors or 
changed the position of these openings as 
seemed advisable. They have built 
commodious cupboards, provided grand 
counters for preparing and serving food, 
bought various new appliances and 
arranged their equipment in more labor- 
saving sequence. They have had water 
“laid on,” wired for electricity, removed 
trap doors, built dumb-waiters, arranged 
for garbage disposal and made any number 
of major and minor improvements to fit 
the case. 

It seems that all, or almost all, women 
with an old-fashioned pantry want to be 


rid of it. The majority turned this space 
into a breakfast nook. Some used it for a 
laundry or a milk room and others to 
enlarge adjacent rooms. Nearly everyone 
invested in new linoleum, most house- 
keepers painted their kitchens, and the 
majority changed their color schemes. The 
number of women who want a red ger- 
anium in the window! 


ONE AFTER another told of planning to 
put their ideas into effect. Quite a few 
have started already and some are rejoicing 
in a finished job. From one—“‘I hope to win 
a prize and coax my husband to modernize 
my kitchen; I won’t be satisfied till it is all 
changed. See what you have done with 
your contest!” 


Here’s the Prize Kitchen 


(Continued from page 23) 





this entry at the top of the hundreds sub- 
mitted. Most of her ideas are original, 
some are garnered from magazines, com- 
mercial literature and other sources of 
information which she has studied and 
pored over. Here’s one woman who loves 
to remodel and redecorate in imagination 
if not in actual fact. 

And thanks to all those other house- 
keepers who took part in the contest and 
sent most interesting ideas. Many of these 
will be featured in following issues and 
other clever solutions to kitchen problems 
presented, 
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LD team Kitch ens 


come true so easily...at 
today’s low interest rates 













OU’VE been planning the ideal 

kitchen for your home: why not 
make your dream come true? You can 
do it so easily today .. . arranging pay- 
ment either through your banker under 
the Home Improvement Plan or through 
your plumber under the NEW CRANE 
BUDGET PLAN, which offers the same 


low rates of interest. 


Crane Limited supplies a complete line 
of plumbing and heating materials for 
home improvement—beautiful, practical, 
step-saving kitchens like the one shown 
above .., modern bathrooms . . . efficient, 
scientific heating systems — everything 


you could desire. 


SEE YOUR PLUMBER 


He will gladly supply you with all esti- 
mates required. Or mail the attached 


coupon for further information. 


S-RANE 


CRANE LIMITED: 1170 BEAVER HALL SQUARE, MONTREAL 
BRANCHES IN 19 CITIES 
« “8. = =e, 


Crane Limirep, 1170 Beaver Hall Square, Montreal. 

Gentlemen: Please send, free and without obligation, 
illustrated literature on the subjects I have checked. 
[] Bathroom; ([] Laundry; [) Modern Kitchen; 
[] Heating System; ([)] I contemplate making my 
present home like new; () Building a new one. 





Name . patie weer ances oneecanne un 
Iddress 
City bodes cba wa:in bee ale, eaes aaa 
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OUTSTANDING 
FEATURES 


Titi 


1 Finest Quality, pure, free- 
running salt made under 
strict laboratory control. 


9 Smart new full-size, mois- 
ture-proof package—net 


weight 2 Ibs. 


3 Wrapped in moisture- 
proof \‘Cellophane'— 
keeps salt dry, full-flav- 
oured and free-running. 


4 Handy pouring spout in 
top. Opens without 
removing the protective 
“Cellophane”. 


5 A finer Salt ‘‘for finer food 


flavouring”’. 





Ask Your Grocer for 
WINDSOR SALT 





BRIGHTEN UP YOUR PARTIES 


WITH THE HELP OF THESE THREE NEW 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


FORTUNES in TEACUPS —An entertaining study of the art of tea-leaf 
reading. If you are planning a party get this Institute Bulletin No. 200 and 
bring new excitement with keen anticipation to your guests—price 15c. 


TELLING FORTUNES by CARDS — How to enjoy this popular hobby is 
explained very thoroughly in our new Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 201 
—price 10c. 


THE ART of PALMISTRY —An explanation of this fascinating pastime 
is intelligently covered in Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 202—price 15c. 


Order by number from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 


Heres the Way to make 
RICH BROWN GRAVY — 


—and it’s simple too. Use Symington’s Granulated 
Gravy. Here’s all you have to do. Dissolve a tea- 
spoonful of Symington’s gravy granules in boiling water, 
pour into the meat tin and boil for a few minutes. And 
there’ll be plenty of savoury gravy to serve with every 
meal, and to give its appetising flavour to your meat 
dishes. You'll find a use for it every day. 


SYMINGTON’S 
SeclAR Ch Ae| rc RAVY 


Distributors : 
W. G. PATRICK & CO., LTD., 
51/53, Weliagion Street, W. Toronto. W. SYMINGTON & CO. LTD. 


at Winnipeg and Vancouver. Market Harborough, England. 








AS THE wife of a prominent Parliament- 
arian and grand-daughter-in-law of Can- 
ada’s former Chief Justice, Mrs. W. P. 
Mulock is a busy and _ distinguished 
hostess. Her charm and hospitality make 
her home—in Toronto and the Capital 

a popular rendezvous of her hosts of 


PLANKED 


Select a three- to four-pound white 
fish, remove the head, fins and 
scales. Lay it open, skin side down 
and with a sharp knife cut down 
the centre back, to, but not 
through the skin. Leave the tail on 
but trim the uneven edges at the 
top, using the scissors. Lay the 
fish, skin side down, on a well-oiled 
plank and sprinkle the surface with 
salt and pepper. Cover thickly 
with fine dry bread crumbs and 
sprinkle the crumbs liberally with 
cooking oil. Place in a very hot 
oven for 5 to 7 minutes, remove 
from the oven and decorate the 
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Mrs. W. P. Mulock’s 


Favorite Fish Recipe 


PLANKED WHITE FISH 


friends from every corner of the Dominion. 

Mrs. Mulock has named a Planked 
Whitefish as one of her specialties and 
offers the recipe to Chatelaine readers. It 
will do credit to your table either at a 
simple family dinner or on some important 
social occasion. 


WHITE FISH 
edge of the plank with mashed 


potatoes forced through a pastry 
tube. Return to the oven until the 
fish and potatoes are nicely 
browned (10 to 15 minutes). Re 
move and garnish with hot broiled 
or grilled tomatoes which have 
been hollowed out and filled with 
oysters. Garnish also with sections 
of lemon and with a sprinkling of 
finely chopped parsley over the 
| 


fish. 


Serve Maitre d'Hotel or Tartare 
Sauce separately, as an accom- 
paniment. 











THINK OF IT! 
_ A GENUINE 


SHIRLEY 
TEMPLE 
DOLL 


For Your Very Own! 





You'll love this adorable doll — the 
very image of her famous name- 
sake. Soft, golden curls — pretty 
hazel eyes that will close — and 
the cutest frock, exactly like one of 
Shirley's own. 


This Shirley Temple Doll is 13 inches long. 


Button and a naturaily tinted 8" x 10" portrait of 


this is the one and only Shirley Temple Doll, 


Best of a I, you con have this lovely do | WITHOUT COST. 


bors you can easily secure new subscriptic 
You can get four One-year subscriptions, at 
$1.50 each, and one One-year subscription 
$2.00 each—or any combination of these 





Made in Canada by Canadian workmen 


It will come to you with Shirley Temple 
Shirley with signature, confirming that 
approved by Shirley and her mother. 

From your friends and neigh 
ns to Chatelaine, to make a total of $4.00. 
$1.00 each; or two Two-year subscriptions at 
at $1.00; or two Three criptions, at 


y-year subs 
that w make a total of $4.00. But please 


remember, these must not include a subscription from your own home, and they must 
not be paid for by the person who sends for the doll. They must be from other people, 


and this lovely doll is your reword for sec ring them from us. Write the names and 
addresses of the subscribers plainly and your name and address, and attach ac pping 
of this announcement. Forward with the $4.00, and we will send you the Doll at once 


JEAN TRAVIS, CHATELAINE, 481 


UNIVERSITY AVENUE, TORONTO 
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“and what it does is 
even more sensational 
than how it looks’... 


SAY OWNERS OF THE 
NEW WESTINGHOUSE 
cushioned action WASHER 








TRIKINGLY NEW IN DESIGN .. . yet even its smart 
modern form with brilliant white finish and 
gleaming chrome trim can scarcely prepare you 

for the difference it makes on laundry day. 


Automatic time-control eliminates watchful waiting, 
insures correct duration of washing action. Exclusive 
Sentinel safety switch ends fuse bother, prevents 
accidental damage to the mechanism. Automatic power 
pump and Lovell adjustable pressure wringer save time 
and provide the utmost in efficiency and safety. No 
oiling is needed anywhere. And Westinghouse Cushioned 
Action washes clothes faster and better. It is an 
exclusive development of Westinghouse engineers to 
save clothes from the harsh, wrenching action of 
ordinary washers and to do the finest washing job 
possible, 


Your Westinghouse dealer will gladly arrange a 
demonstration for you! 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE COMPANY. LIMITED « HAMILTON, CANADA 
BRANCHES IN ALL PRINCIPAL CITIES FROM COAST TO COAST 





[sm 
& 


CENTRALIZED CONTROLS 


Here, in one convenient panel are all 
the controls for the operation of your 
Westinghouse Washer. . . including 
Automatic Time Control, Gyrator 
Washing Action Control; Sentinel 
Safety Control with On-and-Off Switch 
and Power Pump Control There never 
has been a washer that did so much to 
make washing simple, convenient and 
pleasant ! 








Westinshouse 
Juonel liction WASHERS 








Ble eerie 


Rasen aRpNRT 








$.0.S. will empty 
that sink in a hurry 
—your pots and pans 
will shine like new 


One of the surest little drudgery 
exterminators you’ve ever put to 
work for you. 


Whisks away stains and scorches. 
Burnt-on grease and sticky food 
disappear like magic. 

Just the day-in-and-day-out help 
you need. There’s no other cleanser 
just like S.O.S. Get a package today 
—at your grocer’s, your department, 
hardware or five and ten cent store. 







Look for the 
YELLOW and 
red package 





SEND FOR FREE TRIAL PACKAGE 


Paste this coupon on a post card and mail to The 
S.O.S. Manufacturing Co. of Canada, Ltd., 365 
Sorgucen Ave., Toronto for free trial package of 


Name ——— 


Address 


| 
| 





Trial by Marriage 


(Continued from page 31) 





pretend I had something to tell Stephen 

*“‘Well—we have.” 

Ann crossed to the phone and called the 
laboratory. Her eyes smiled at Kerry, 
smiled to hear Stephen’s voice. ‘‘Stephen 
—come home, will you? Something nice 
has happened.”” 

She crossed the room again, wondering 
as she did so that she had no wish to 
prolong this moment alone with Kerry. 
After all, there was nothing much to add 
to it. She was not going to lose him again. 
He would be here tomorrow again; and 
what was not said today could be said 
another day, thought another day, felt 
another day, each day living itself out ina 
continuous stream. They were together, 
the three of them again. 

She sat at the piano, and began to play, 
lifting her eyes to Kerry’s, seeing the 
affection freely displayed in them, answer- 
ing them freely with her own. Here was no 
disastrous, stirring emotion. That had 
been absorbed into this deeper thing, this 
acknowledgment that they needed each 
other, that they must keep each other at 
all cost, certainly at the cost—if it was 
cost—of burying that thing that had risen 
between them only to hurt them and drive 
them apart. 

They were just finishing together, ‘‘And 


when Irish eyes are smilin’—” when 
Stephen opened the door. 
Kerry stopped suddenly, and Ann 


turned on the piano bench. Stephen just 
stood there, looking at them. Kerry was 
the first to stir, and then both men were 
clasped together in the centre of the room, 
and Ann lost them in a blur of tears. 


THE NEXT FEW weeks did seem to give 
Ann just what she had hoped. There was 
great happiness in capitulating, in telling 
herself how wrong and unjust she had been. 
She would not admit to herself that the 
days held too great intensity, too great a 
strain, to be called happy. She was so glad 
to be able to accept them just as they were. 
Only, she wished she could say to him: 
Don’t, Kerry, ask of women more than 
you are free to receive. We are too tender, 
too loving. We are not men. We don’t too 
clearly separate sex from its sisters, 
tenderness and compassion. You are not 
making a conquest of us, you are only 
disturbing us, rousing in that deep seai of 
our emotions the wish not to be satisfied 
merely, but to satisfy. 

One day she was mounting Duna, 
preparatory to riding out in the open trail. 
Sergeant was holding her horse. 

“You ain’t goin’ to be ridin’ your 
favorite horse much longer, now, Mis’ 
Farrington. Whyn’t you ask Major to sell 
you Duna? He would, I'll bet. He knows 
he can’t jump her as good as you can, and 
she makes him mad now. She’s a swell 
horse for you. I bet he’d sell her cheap.” 

“But she’s still cheaper for me if I don’t 
have to buy her, and the Major boards 
and feeds her. You’ve got to admit that, 
Sergeant.” 

“‘Well—but he’s leavin’ here now in a 
coupla weeks.” - 

“For army manoeuvres, you mean. But 
we're going away ourselves. We're talking 
of the seashore. Want to come, Sergeant, 
as nursemaid?”’ 

“Who—me? I never was no good as 
nursemaid, no sir. When they yelled at 
night, I just covered up my head with the 
blanket. Gimme a gun or a horse, and I’m 
all right, but not—not—” 

“Diapers?” 

Sergeant blushed. Fortunately, Kerry 
came in just then for his horse. 

“Told Mis’ Farrington I bet you’d leave 
her Duna. What you want with Duna in 
Montreal? She ain’t worth five dollars to 


you. I'll bet Mis’ Farrington won’t miss 
you half as much next year as she will if 
you take Duna.” 

Ann, laughing, looked at Kerry and was 
startled at the savage look on Kerry’s face, 
looking at Sergeant. As they rode off 
together, she turned the matter over in her 
mind, and then a dart of fear shot through 
her. 

“Kerry, what did he mean—Montreal, 
and next year?” 

Kerry didn’t answer. Ann could feel him 
hunting for something to say. and not 
finding it. 

She reined her horse suddenly. 

you’ve been transferred?” 

Kerry struck his boot savagely with his 
crop. He did not look at her. 

“Yes, Ann.” 

“You mean—you’re going in a couple 
of weeks—for good?” 

“Yes.”” He looked at her. ‘‘Forgive me, 
Ann. I didn’t want to tell you and 
Stephen till I had to.” 

“But Kerry’’— she hardly dared think 
what she was feeling—‘tmust you be 
transferred? Are you always? I thought—”’ 

“You are-—sometimes.” 

“You asked for it, Kerry!” 

“Not exactly, Ann.’’ His voice came 
with difficulty. ‘‘Shan’t we ride on?” 

She rode beside him, silent, stung. But 
most of all she knew she was frightened. 

“I mean, they asked if I’d be willing to 
go, and I accepted.” 

She rode along, her heart pounding in a 
tumult. ‘‘When was this?” 

“I got my notice—the day I first came 
to see you.” 

“So that’s why you came!” 

“That’s why I had courage to come. 
And then you—and then I just couldn’t 
bear anything to come in that might make 
us less happy. The thing was done. I 
couldn’t change it.” 

“If I hadn’t quarrelled with you so, you 
wouldn't have done it!” 

“Best I did, Ann.” 

“How can you say it!” Ann spoke with 
such violence that Duna shied. “Oh, 
Kerry, what does it mean? That you care 
for me, really? That you and I care for 
each other? That you're afraid of some- 
thing? That I really hurt you? What is it? 
There—you see I’m asking the things | 
swore I’d never bring up. I’m just what 
you called me, Kerry—possessive.” 

“‘When people care, they are possessive. 
It’s one of the marks, isn’t it?” 

“Kerry, do you really care for me? Is 
that it? I beg you to tell me!” 

But Kerry rode on, his face set forward, 
not answering. If he meant to answer, she 
never knew, because after a while she 
burst out, ““No! Don’t answer me. Even 
if you say yes I'll be afraid you're just 
saying it because you are going away, 
because it will save my face; and I'll 
always be afraid afterward that you'll 
think of me as just wanting to know, out 
of curiosity, out of pride, to have some 
small triumph over you. And yet it isn’t 
that, Kerry, believe me! Let’s not talk of 


“Kerry 
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it any more! Let’s not let anything hurt 
this last two weeks! Shall we ride?”’ 


BUT IT WAS impossible to say that the 
last two weeks were not hurt. They were 
shadowed for all of them by parting, no 
matter how gay they were made, no 
matter how intimately the three clung 
together. It was every day, and every 
day, and another day gone; a week; ten 
days; and the days were full, for Ann, of a 
kind of desperate silence on her part, and 
what seemed to her an inevitable silence 
on Kerry’s. He couldn’t say what she 
wanted to hear, so he said nothing. He 
knew this had all meant something to her 
that it had not meant to him, and that the 
kindest thing was silence. 

At last it would be tomorrow and he 
would be gone, and all the story would be 
in, the last words said, or unsaid. 

He stayed with them long that night, 
and Ann’s heart was full, and unbelievably 
sad, because so much was said, so much 
else would never be said. 

As he left, she said, half desperately, 
“Let’s not make this good-by, Kerry. Stop 
by tomorrow before you leave.” 

But she knew how that would be: the 
last final stereotyped words of good-by, 
the last inanities banally repeated. 


SHE HOPED desperately he would come 
while Stephen was at class but she could 
not ask him. It seemed almost a miracle 
that he did, as if he, too, wished it so, this 
last time. How much she wanted to be- 
lieve that! And yet, all he did was stand a 
moment by her, holding her hand, looking 
into her eyes, as she, desperately, looked 
into his, trying to read in them their 
message, to hold that message, to believe 
in it, always. Nothing else mattered. 

And then his kiss was brief, if real, 
against the corner of her mouth, and he 
was picking up his cap, and with a last look 
he was gone. But he was not quite gone, 
yet. He turned to say, at the door, “Say 
good-by to Stephen for me. I’m not good 
at this sort of thing. Ann, I’m leaving you 
Duna. Accept her from me, won’t you?” 
One long blue look, and the door was shut 
behind him. 

When she could move she crossed to the 
window, looking down into the sunlight; 
the tears that blurred her eyes she hastily 
brushed away. She must see him for a 
last good-by. She might never see him 
again. 

And there, below, was Stephen. She 
watched that meeting, that firm clasp, 
that reluctant reserved manner that men 
show to each other who are too deeply 
friends to find a way of adequate expres- 
sion. More than he cared for her, Kerry 
cared for Stephen. It was in his bearing 
now, the thing he never showed her. 

Suddenly it seemed small of her, all her 
reservations. It was important that Kerry 
should know, for sure, how she felt. Why 
should she ask from him what she wouldn't 
give? Honesty! It should be full, complete. 
There was noother kind, {Cont'd on page 80} 


Prayer for a Blind Child 


by Lillian Collier Gray 


She cannot see, dear Lord. 
O grant to her 

That inner vision of 

The sweet and pure; 
With eyes forever closed 
To ugly things. 

Give to her seeking soul 
Clean, swift, strong wings. 
Behind those blue sky eyes 
That look in vain, 

Paint pleasant pictures void 
Of earthy stain. 


And then, one day, dear Lord, 
When she goes Home, 

And opens wondering eyes, 
O leave Thy throne, 

And take her waiting hand, 
And show her all 

The things she has not seen 
In darkness’ hall. 

| pray — here may she see 
With inner sight, 

But O, dear Lord, some day 
Let her see light. 


1937 





ME 
NG 


bing 
solu- 





tells 
1s of 
ands 
Ont. 


CHATELAINE, FEBRUARY, 1937 





A Fascinating Home Cralt 


Batik is becoming more and more popular with women who 


want to develop a home interest in making beautiful things 


BATIK AS a homecraft is becoming more 
and more popular and its uses are manifold. 
Many women are interested in it not only as 
an inexpensive and attractive method of 
decorating their home and their wearing 
apparel, but as a fascinating means of 
moneymaking. There is an appeal to Batik 
that cannot be rivalled. 

There are six different methods of home- 
dyeing that will produce six different effects 
and may be classed in the realm of Batik. 
The first is known as mottled or Ombre 
Batik. The equipment necessary for the 
production of this type includes a medium- 
sized camel's hair brush for each color to be 
used; one bottle each of blue, black, brown, 
yellow, scarlet and cherry red Batik dyes; 
and a frame. For large articles such as yard 
goods, scarves, or curtains, a curtain stretcher 





With Batik you can make beautiful 
scarves in your own design. 


is very convenient. Small, strong sticks, 
clamps and thumb tacks may be used for 
framing smaller articles like handkerchiefs, 
book covers, small pictures or purse lengths. 

Stretch the material—crépe de Chine, 
georgette crépe, flat crépe, satin or velvet 
may be used—on the frame very tightly. 
With warm water wet the material thor- 
oughly and with the assortment of colors 
you have cnosen to use, dash the dye on to 
the ‘oth with the camel's hair brush in a 
manner that, when the colors have blended 
themselves one into another, a balanced 
color effect is produced on the entire length 
of material. Allow the work to dry thor- 
oughly while stretched. 

The second method is known as the Com- 
mercial Batik and is the most commonly 
used today. For this a small electric toaster, 
a package of paraffin wax, a pan for melting 
the wax and a brush similar to the dye 
brushes for applying the wax must be added 


to the equipment used in Ombre Batik. 
Scarves, coat linings, handkerchiefs and 
cushion tops are the most popular articles 
produced by means of this method. 

Stretch the material on the frame as be- 
fore, but do not apply the warm water. 
Arrange a perforated pattern on the material 
and rub powdered chalk through the perfora- 
tions with a piece of flannel or a school 
eraser. Trace this pattern with the extra 
brush, using molten wax to produce the line. 
With the dyes selected for the design fill the 
colors in the fenced-in spaces made by the 
waxed outlines according to the color scheme 
planned. Allow the work to dry thoroughly. 
Then remove it from the frame, and lay it 
on a pad of newspapers. Press it with a hot 
iron until the wax has all been absorbed into 
the paper pad. For heavier materials if 
some of the wax persists in stiffening the 
material, dip it in clean gasoline. 

This method may be applied to wood, 
cork or parchment to make novelty boxes, 
picture frames, table mats or lamp shades. 
The process is the same as when applied to 
textiles until the wax removing process. To 
remove the wax, scrape it from the surface 
after the dye has dried in well. Then rub 
the remainder into the surface with a cloth 
slightly dampened with turpentine. 

The third type is known as Serpentine or 
Spatter Batik. This is useful particularly 
for handkerchiefs, scarves, dress lengths, lin- 
ings or curtains. Stretch the material tightly 
on the frames. With the waxing brush well 
laden with molten wax, spatter drops of wax 
over the entire surface. Remove the work 
from the frame and dip it into a dye bath of 
some light shade. For instance, if you want 
a brown color scheme, the first color may be 
tan, yellow, pink or peach. Reframe the 
work or hang it on a waxed line to dry. When 
the work is thoroughly dry repeat the pro- 
cess, dipping it into a darker tone or color of 
the same family. If you have chosen yellow 
for the first tone, the second shade may be a 
deeper yellow, or pink (to make peach), or 
orange, or a light tone of brown. Repeat the 
process until as many tones as are desired 
have been introduced. Rinse in a solution 
of cold water and fuller’s earth and dry. 
Remove the wax by the same process as is 
used by the Commercial type of Batik. 

The fourth type is known as the original 
Javanese type and is the most difficult of all. 
Many professional artists of today are adopt- 
ing this method for their means of artistic 
expression, but in its simplest forms the art 
may be adopted by any modern housewife 
who will apply herself to it. It may be 
applied to almost any material. Attractive 
cushion tops, table runners, panels or lamp 
shades may be made by this method, and 
they will add a distinction and old-world 
charm to the home that hold their own 
appeal. 

The material should be tightly stretched. 
The average housewife will need a perforated 
pattern for her design. This is applied in 
the same manner as for the Commercial type 
of Batik. After the powdered chalk pattern 
has been laid on, it must be traced with a 
light color of tailor’s chalk. Then with the 
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ODAY the call is for Shredded 
Wheat. In every golden grain 

of whole wheat Nature has stored L 
vital elements which promote 
energy and resistance to disease, 
and bran to regulate the system. 
No food is more popular—light, 

| digestible, nourishing, ready-to- 
| serve in a variety of tempting 
ways. For the will to work and 
the zest to play—serve Shredded 
Wheat for breakfast every day. 





THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT 
COMPANY, LTD. 


Niagara Falls . Canada 


12 big biscuits in every box 








SHREDDED WHEAT 


'MADE IN CANADA - OF CANADIAN WHEAT 


| 
| 








Striking new varieties and all 
the old favourites are described 
and pictured, many in natural 
colours, in McDonald’s Garden 
Book for 1937. Full of helpful 
hints useful in planning a gar- 
den. Many bargain specials. 
Get YOUR copy NOW! 


McDonald’s Seeds can be 
obtained only from Ottawa. 





| KENNETH McDONALD & SONS, LIMITED 

28-30 Market Sq., Ottawa, Canada. 

| Please mail me FREE copy of your 1937 Garden Book. 

| Name ded banad gechsocodsohedsbbieivnn ss nseanesi caskssuusauleatwieseeeieden ot aeiedeiaaaaanataeaaiae 


Address 
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Trial by Marriage | 
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She flew down the stairs, terrified lest she 
should miss him. She ran up to the two 
men, catching Kerry by the arm, turning 
him to her. 

““Kerry—listen to me. I lied, that time 
in the winter. I’ve known you knew I lied. 
I want to tell you now. I do love you. I | 
always will, somewhere inside of me, down 
deep, where I can never express it. I never 

| could express it, Kerry. You can take that 





“| hate the sight of dirty pots 








































Z | with you as a gift, a good-by gift. Only and pans” ‘ 
e Or. S Kerry I don’t love you as much as I love | o 
° | Stephen.” The grease lifts right off if 
ee 99 | He was looking into her eyes, her face. | you use GILLETT’S LYE” 
bf / | His own face was set squarely hard, as if in - 
Best Night Cap g pain. But when she finished he took her ‘ 
hand, and with it tight in his, spoke 
In every country in the world, Ovaltine stands directly to her. : | T A K E S Oo F F G R ‘ M = 
a Ove _ ’ | “Then will you believe me, Ann, if I 
supreme as the harmless, drugless way to tell you that everything in my life seems WITHOUT SCOURING 
sound, natural refreshing sleep. | trivial, now, compared with you, and ‘ a : 
Ovaltine supplies a light, instantly digestible Stephen. I love Stephen. And love av ‘Rents ; bb eee a eS ane 
ice alii sates en oxen ateniond too. You must believe me. I've made a ™ and scrubbing when you use a solu- 
i. ; lot of mistakes. But the most terrible | tion* of Gillett’s Pure Flake Lve. It 
nerves by withdrawing the blood pessoure thing in the world it would be to me if you cuts right through grease! Us it full 
from the brain, and at the same time it supplies didn’t believe me now. But you must i, gn g €. Use it fu 
¥ nerve food which ordinary diets lack. understand, as I understand you—I don't | Stength, too, to 
soaraett ines be. A cupful of Ovaltine in warm milk is the best care for you as much as I care for Stephen’s clean toilet bowls — 
Phone for a tin nite “atthe chil ta the wash respect.” . clear stopped-up 
oes Ben. . P ; He waited a minute, while she searched | drains. Order a tin 
his eyes. This moment had come to her today 
| 4 that she had wanted. He was begging her e 
OVA | N rk not to belittle his affection. “You see how | *Neyer dissolve lyein hot 
it is, Ann. I have to go, because if | came | water. The action of the 
to care so much for you that I was not | /ve itself heats the water. 
ontitl o Stephen’s respect, I should 
TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE rec can nahin ae FREE BOOKLET — The Gillett’s Lye Booklet tells 
Manufactured in Canada by A. Wander Limited, Peterborough, Canada She clung to his hand. “Oh, Kerry, | tasks. Send for a free ae to Suentaed Beans 
aye mee iid y : 169M surely we could be so happy, we three! I Ltd., Fraser Ave. and Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 
—- ne SSNS ; | can’t bear it that you are going!”’ 
| For a moment more he looked down at 
; | Ann, and then he looked up at Stephen, | 
: SERVICE BULLETINS and smiled a little. The hands of the two | 
. wh wick othe ll. 'B 
: . | “I think perhaps it’s just as well. ’By, 
Culinary Secrets PR haegeed pero pire 
from the Chatelaine Institute “Good luck, Kerry,” said Stephen. 
as Kerry climbed into his car, and backed it 
out. As the car started slowly forward, he 
28 COOKIE RECIPES looked at them both, first at Stephen, then 
No. 2,200—Price 10 Cents at Ann; he saluted with his free hand, and 
They make your mouth water just to read thei- smiled; and then he was gone. 
names — Filbert macaroons — Butterscctch Ann followed the car with her eyes. He | 
fingers — Orange circles — Corn-flake date was going. At the corner his hand—beauti- | 
cookies—and many others. Each one selected ful, muscular—waved them a last good-by. | 
by the Institute as something very special — The road was empty. 
a pleasure to make, and a joy to ect! So he was gone! Over the warm sunlight, | 
enema nae stillness lay. 
SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES re, eee ee | 
No. 2,203—Price 5 Cents She slid her fingers into Stephen’s hand. | 
In response to hundreds of requests the Institute It closed on hers, tight. There was a | 
presents this survey of sauces that will bring a curious, relieved peace in her heart, stand- | 
new piquancy to your meals. A valuable group ing in the empty road, in the sunlight with | 
MAN-MADE MEALS of rye suggestions that every housekeeper Stephen. Perhaps too much peace. 
No. 2,204—Price 5 Cents ae eee Perhaps escape. aed 
lanni i wi With her eyes on the empty road, she | a 
i ee Ted ke WEDDING ETIQUETTE said, ‘‘I shall be happier now.” 
No. 400—Price 5 Cents 


alone? Then get this Insti- 
tute bulletin to give him How do you make the announcements? What 


simple menu ideas—grocery is the correct procedure for dress and cere 


ord nas -mad mony? Who pays for what? All the thousand , 
se sabe allan fea ra : : THE MISSIONARY'S WIFE 


recipes, and suggestions for and one minor details of wedding etiquette are 
successful stag parties. answered for you in this Institute bulletin. 








One of a group of brilliant fiction 






























-sciileceaiedaianienes eee | 
FAVORITE DESSERTS OF THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE | features IN EVERY BALL AND SKEIN 
No. 2,201—Price 15 Cents IN THE MARCH CHATELAINE Nothing more fashionable than hand 
Over sixty delicious new desserts—each one fla vorsomeé, economical, and carefully knits. Nothing more satisfactory than 
tested ek Sopraeed. a6 rete nail tat hs pastry desserts—a * ee hele a Te | eens, Brass 
. | cipes for your enjoyment. pons . nd colour, 
ee ee ieeteeas —— — OOO The scout from Hollywood landed by | REGENT al BOOK eee ll png 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 481 University Avenue, Toronto. accident on one of the fabulous isles 20 potiares: Ab var deatects. ‘oo nadine 
Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos. ............. ccc ee cece ene e este ren eeeneeetees in the southern seas. The wite of the to Dept. Cli 
THE REGENT KNITTING MILLS 
LIMITED MONTREAL 









missionary was one of the most haunt 

Name and ing beauties he had ever seen. Yet 

peo: , sit Oe eee Re tam behind her lay a strange and secret | SEA BEACH - SEA HAWK 
mystery. It's a story you won't easily | 

forget. 






for which I enclose $........ 
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Teach Them Success 


(Continued from page 4 





He should be able to lace his shoes, tie a 
bow, fasten a buckle, and button anything 
he can reach. 

Train him, also, to eat his breakfast, 
which should include a hot cereal, prompt- 
ly at the same hour every morning, and to 
go to the toilet immediately afterward. 
Train him to return to the toilet at ten 
and at 2.30. Primary teachers send their 
pupils to the lavatories at ten o’clock, but 
children not trained to take advantage of 
this, find it necessary to leave the class- 
room during the session. In doing this your 
child is sure to miss something, very often 
an important point, the lack of which will 
cause him trouble later. 

During the last winter before he goes 
to school, the child should learn to put on 


DESCRIPTIONS OF CHATELAINE 
PRICE—15 CENTS 


ALL ONE 


No. 726. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 234 yards of 39-inch 
material for dressy blouse with long 
sleeves. 

No. 741. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 134 yaras of 39-inch 
material. 

No. 732. Sizes 26, 28, 30, 32, 34 and 36. 
Size 34 requires 17g yards of 39-inch 
material for separate long-sleeved blouse 
and 2 yards of 39-inch material without 
nap for skirt. 

No. 730. Sizes 30, 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 
12. Size 34 requires 314 yards of 39-inch 
material without nap. 

No. 728. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 114 yards of 39-inch 
material and 114 yards of 39-inch lining. 
for jacket. The short-sleeved dress requires 
35@ yards of 39-inch material. 

No. 727. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42 
Size 34 requires 174 yards of 39-inch 
material for long-sleeved blouse and 21% 
yards of 39-inch material for the skirt. 

No. 734. Sizes 29, 31, 33, 35 and 37. 
Size 35 requires 574 yards of 39-inch 
material. 

No. 724. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 314 yards of 39-inch 
material and 544 yards of binding for the 
separate dress. The apron and scarf re- 
quire 214 yards of 39-inch material and 
5 yards of binding. 

No. 738. Sizes 26, 28, 30, 32, 34 and 36. 
Size 34 requires 314 yards of 39-inch 
material and 114 yards of ruffling. 

No. 739. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 
44. Size 34 requires 434 yards of 39-inch 
material. 

No. 725. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 


and take off his outdoor clothing. Prac- 
tising this will provide entertainment for 
more than one stormy afternoon. Teach 
him to count his outdoor garments and 
to hang, or put each in its place. A peg, 
low down where he can reach it, should be 
assigned to each child and he should form 
the habit of putting things there. His 
name, Christian and surname, in good 
large print, should be placed over this peg. 

About this time, his name should appear 
also on his other possessions so that he 
may learn to recognize it. Teach him also 
to tell his father’s name and address. 
When spring comes, show him the way to 
school. Walk with him to it. Instruct him 
in how to cross the street, or highway and 
watch him practise waiting till all cars are 
out of sight and then hurrying across. 
When he knows the way to school, give 
him time tests in going there, to train him 
not to dawdle, but to go and return 
promptly. 

Giving your child the training described 
above will not be easy but it is infinitely 
worth while. By such training you make 
him independent, expectant of success, and 
master of the initial school situation. 


PATTERNS 


44, Size 34 requires 334 yards of 39-inch 
material and 7 yards of ribbon or trim- 
ming. ° 

No. 723. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 
44 and 46. Size 34 requires 334 yards of 
39-inch material and 44 yard of 39-inch 
contrasting. 

No. 733. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38, 40 and 42. 
Size 34 requires 3% yards of 39-inch 
material. 

No. 731. Sizes 4, 6, 8 and 10 years and 
30, 32, 34 and 36. Size 34 requires 33¢ 
yards of 39-inch material without nap and 
4 yards of binding for separate jumper. 
The blouse requires 15g yards of 39-inch 
material without nap, "with or without 
collar. 

No. 737. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40, 42, 44, 46 
and 48. Size 34 requires 314 yards of 39- 
inch material for separate three-quarter- 
sleeved dress, and 514 yards of 39-inch 
material, 3 yards of 39-inch lining for 
separate coat. 

No. 690. Sizes 4, 6, 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. 
Size 8 requires 21% yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial for full-length long-sleeved smock. 

No. 691. Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. Size 
8 requires 234 yards of 39-inch material 
and 1% yard of lining for front-closing long- 
sleeved blouse with standing collar and 
skirt. 

No. 688. Sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 and 16. Size 
8 requires 214 yards of 39-inch material 
for long-sleeved dress and 3¢ yard of con- 
trasting for collar, revers and sleeve 
trimming. 

No. 692. Sizes 2, 4, 6 and 8. Size 8 re- 
pure 214 yards of 39-inch material and 
5¢ yard of 35-inch contrasting for dress and 
pantees with contrasting armhole ruffle 
and collar. 


BEGINNING NEXT MONTH 
“MY SEVENTY YEARS” 
By Mrs. George Black, F.R.G.S. M. P. for the Yukon 
as told to Elizabeth Bailey Price 


Here's the colorful, dramatic, 


stranger-than-fiction life story of 


Canada's most interesting woman in public life — Mrs. George Black. 
This charming woman, the second to be elected to the Canadian 


House of Commons, has begun another career at seventy. 

Her life includes chapters of magnificent heroism and startling 
adventures in the Gold Rush of '98 — in the turbulent early years of 
the twentieth century — as wife of the Governor of the Yukon — as 


wife of the Speaker at Ottawa. 


In vital, intensely human chapters, she unrolls the story of her life in 
the most sparkling autobiography of a Canadian woman yet 


published. 


"MY SEVENTY YEARS" BEGINS IN THE MARCH CHATELAINE 
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“I’m looking forward to a wonderful week-end —” 


“You'll have it—I’ve brought plenty of Sweet Caps!”’ 


SWEET CAPORAL CIGARETTES 


“The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked.” — {’ancet 





F YOU want to see a happy 

family group around the table, 
serve Lyle’s Golden Syrup with 
suet pudding ... roly poly... 
boiled rice . . . pancakes—or just 
plain bread and butter. It’s sweeter 
than any other syrup, more deli- 
cate in flavour —a pure sugar 
syrup. Wholesome and delicious. 
Try it—your grocer has it. 


1 Ib., 2 Ib 
4 Ib. and 
14 Ib. tins 





Golden Syrup @ 


Packed by Tate & Lyle, Limited 
21 Mincing Lane, London, England. 





Here's Health 
by the Cupful 


THE TASTE OF Fry’s 
Cocoa delights boys and 
girls from babyhood on. 
Every drop is full of 
health-giving, body-build- 
ing qualities. A famous 
physician says: “There is 
no better food.” Fry’s 
Cocoa makes cupfuls of 
energy. Give the children 
all they want. 















Use Fry’s Unsweetened Choco- 
late in convenient separate | oz. 
squares for ycar baking. Send for 
recipe book. 





i 





Fry-Cadbury Ltd, 
Montreal, Que. 








NO STALE ODORS OF ONIONS OR 
FISH CAN CLING TO THIS NEW 
PYREX GLASS FRYING PAN THAT 
COOKS OVER OPEN FLAME 


REMOVABLE 
HANDLE 





we! A glass frying pan that never 
becomes caked with black, sour 
grease. It washes easily. Saves messy 
scouring — dirtied towels. 

This shining glass Pyrex Flameware 
Frying Pan never “humps” or buckles. 
It stays bright and new. 

Use it for eggs, omelets, bacon, sausages. 
Unsnap the removable handle and bring 
the glass dish to the table. Food stays 
hot longer — flavour is finer. 

There are three Pyrex Flameware pieces 
—a frying pan and 32 oz. and 48 oz. 
saucepans. All with removable handles— 
all economically priced for dishes that 
keep their sparkling beauty for so long a 
time. There are Pyrex Ovenware covers 
to fit, too. 

Look for the small flame pressed in the 
bottom, which identifies Pyrex Brand 
Flameware — the ware with the one year 
replacement offer. 

Pyrex is a trade-mark and indicates 
manufacture by Corning Glass Works, 
Corning, New York, U.S.A. 





HERE’S the sauce pan that cooks over open 
flame. No ‘“‘pan taste’’ when you boil acid 
vegetables. Cook, serve, store away in the 
same glass dish. Saves steps. . . dishwashing. 





FOOD is lighter, creamier when baked in 
Pyrex Brand Ovenware. Be sure you get 
genuine Pyrex ware. Look for the Pyrex 
trade mark and read the replacement offer. 


PYRE FLAMEWARE 


FOR TOP-OF-STOVE USE 
Sole Canadian importers and distributors 
THE JOHN A. HUSTON CO. LIMITED 
TORONTO, ONTARIO 


molten wax cover the entire surface of the 
| portions of the design you wish to have re- 
main the ground color. Remove the material 
from the frame and dip in the first dye-bath 
as in the case of the Serpentine Batik. Re- 
peat this process, reinforcing the wax each 
; time until the design is complete and the 
entire color scheme is werked out. One may 
| use aS many dippings as are desired, but 
three or four will produce a very attractive 
| work. After the final dipping rinse the work 
| well in a solution of cold water and fuller’s 
| earth as in the case of the Serpentine Batik. 
In any of these wax types of Batik, if vel- 
vet is used it is not a wise plan to attempt to 
remove the wax oneself. A reliable cleaner 
will do the work very reasonably without 
the risk involved when doing it oneself. All 
work must be done on velvet on the wrong 
| side of the material, great care being taken 
to see that the wax and the dye thoroughly 
| penetrate through the pile on the underside. 
| Weill discard the wax and the wax para- 
phernalia at this point and take up what we 
may call Tapestry Batik for the fifth type. 
Crépe de Chine or flat crépe is the best 
material to be used. 

Soak the material in a warm water and 
cream of tartar solution for a period of about 
two hours. Then stretch it tightly on a 
frame and apply dyes with either a camel’s 
hair brush for each color, or a djegoel, 
which is made by wrapping Red Cross 
absorbent cotton on the end of a toothpick 
or a small stick of wood. The designs are 
|applied freehand, using the naturalistic 
shadings and colorings as when painting a 
picture. The brush or djegoel must be al- 

most dry, containing just enough dye to 
| produce the color, and the material must be 
wet during the entire process until the de- 





} 


sign is complete. The work should then be | 
allowed to dry thoroughly before the next 
step is attempted. 

Prepare a tinting bath of cold water and | 
fuller’s earth and a dye that will produce a| 
tint in harmony with the rest of the color 
scheme. When the work is ready to be re- 
moved from the frame, rinse it in this dye- 
bath, keeping it on the continual move until 
the tint is sufficiently deep. Squeeze it out 
lightly, and shake it as one would a rug until | 
all surplus moisture is gone. Iron immedi- 
ately. 

The sixth method is known as the Tie-dye 
method and we can now discard the mores 








and brushes, too. We may add, however, 
buttons or beads, tape and elastic bands. | 
Any kind of material that is not too heavy 
may be used for this method. It is a very | 
attractive work and may be done by either 
tie-dyeing or tie-bleaching. To find design 
one may either tie knots in the material or 
tie buttons or beads into the material with 
the tapes or rubber bands. The work is 
dipped into cold water, then into a dye-bath 
of the desired color. This may be repeated 
any required number of times. The work is | 
untied and ironed while it is still wet. 

For tie-bleaching an attractive effect is | 
found by first dyeing the material by the | 
Ombre method, tying the material as for | 
the tie dyeing and boiling it in a solution of | 
hot water and hydrosulphite of soda made | 
in the proportion of one tablespoonful ot | 
soda to one-half gallon of water. Rinse well 
and iron while still wet. 

As in any craft, care, patience and practice | 
will produce very satisfying results, and indi- 
viduality will find its own outlet in Batik | 
that will give your work its own distinctive 
features. 


WITH YOUR CUP OF TEA 


by ISABEL FORWARD 


For the Chatelaine Institute 


“IF YOU’LL just excuse me a minute, I'll 
make you a cup of tea.” And the young 
chatelaine whisks away to the kitchen to pre- 
pare a cheering cup and a little something to 
go with it. 

The tea is quickly prepared, but the 
accompaniments take a little more time or 
previous preparation. So a word to the wise. 
Be prepared so you won’t have to desert 
your guests too long, or they may have time 

| to see the dust on the piano. 

| If you can definitely plan ahead of time 
you might have some small cheese or tomato 
biscuits, or cheese straws, in the refrigerator 
ready to pop into the oven. Have you ever 
tried those surprise pastry shells with hot 
mushroom sauce filling? Grand and easy. 
Easier still if you use undiluted mushroom 
soup for the filling. 

Most cooks stand in awe of yeast breads 
nowadays, but really, they aren’t so com- 
plicated at aH. And everybody loves them, 
especially the sweet ones for afternoon teas. 
Pecan butterscotch rolls are something to 
rave about, cinnamon rolls and currant 
buns are good old-fashioned favorites, so 
are Swedish tea rings, raisin twists, poppy- 
seed crescents, and brioche. 

I know one hostess who keeps a supply of 
tart shells on hand, ready for last-minute 
filling. Lemon butter is her favorite and she 
keeps a supply in the refrigerator just for this 
purpose. At this time of the year fresh 
ground cranberries left standing with sugar 
are scrumptious, when served with whipped 
cream. The filling may be hot, such as 
savory salmon, mincemeat and mushroom, 
or it may be ice cream, fresh fruit, jellied 
pumpkin, nut paste, jelly, butter filling 
or just jam. 


| REFRIGERATOR COOKIES are veritable 
treasures. You have an easy mind if you can 
take out of the refrigerator a roll of fresh 
dough that has been wrapped carefully in 
waxed paper a week or more previously, 
slice and bake it. It may be the usual crisp 
cookies with nuts or cocoanut, or it may be 
checkerboard cookies, made by adding 
chocolate to one half of the recipe, fashion- 


ing it into small squarish rolls and ial 
them together alternately with the plain. | 
Those will be held together a little more 
securely if you moisten the edges with milk 
as you are doing them. Pinwheel cookies are 
somewhat similarly made, by putting thin 
alternate layers of brown and white, then | 
rolling and slicing. Thin cheese wafers are 
even better for a chilling, and if you have 
not tried peanut-butter cookies, you really 
must do so. 

You will love dressing up little cakes to 
make them look special. Tuck a red or a 
green cherry, plus a blanched almond, inside | 
a macaroon mixture and watch your guests | 
smile when they discover it. You have your 
choice of macaroons: oatmeal, peanut, corn- | 
flake, cocoanut, date and nut, puffed wheat, | 
and so on. Little cup cakes are created by | 
dividing your cake butter in half, adding | 
green coloring matter to one half and pink | 
to the other. Ice the green cake with pink 
icing and the pink cake with green icing. 
Or any other colors if you like. Ice pieces of | 
rich white cake and roll in cocoanut. 





SPONGE CAKE or angel food and jelly | 
rolls are light and tempting. So are ginger- | 
bread cup cakes with cheese icing. Have 
you ever tried dipping fingers of day-old 
bread in condensed milk, then rolling in 
cocoanut? Don’t tell a soul it isn’t cake! 

To fill in between these frivolous touches 
we have good old stand-bys like thin bread 
and butter, date and orange bread, coffee 
cake, rye bread with caraway seeds, crisp 
oatmeal cookies with date filling, Chinese 
chews, chocolate sticks, hermits and small 
jelly doughnuts. 

There is an endless variety of little cakes, 
cookies, date bars, Roman rocks, nut squares, 
butterscotch fingers, ginger creams, cinna- 
mon stars, stuffed meringue shells, gumdrop 
cookies, brown sugar crisp, and so far, far on 
into the night. 

I am not suggesting that you serve all 
these at once; you’d scare your guests and 
give them indigestion. One good old stand- 
by and one or a choice of frivolous bites or 
maybe just one hot number. 
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MAKES THE 
TOILET 
GLISTEN 





NorTHING can clean a toilet bowl like 
Sani-Flush. This odorless powder is sci- 
entifically made to do this job. Without 
any rubbing or scrubbing, you can re- 
move ugly stains from the bowl. Banish 
the cause of toilet odors . . . kill germs. 


You only have to shake a little Sani- 
Flush into the bowl. (Follow directions 
on the can.) Flush the toilet ... that’s 
all! The porcelain becomes snow-white 
and gleams like new. The unseen — 
that no scrubbing can reach is purified. 


Sani-Flush is also effective for cleaning 
automobile radiators (directions on can). 
Sold by grocery, drug, hardware, and 
syndicate stores—25 and 15 cent sizes. 
Made in Canada. Distributed 
by Harold F. Ritchie & Co., 
Limited, Toronto, Ontario. 


Sani-Flush** 








CLEANS TOILET BOWLS WITHOUT SCOURING 





IT’S A THREAT 
TO YOUR HEALTH 


A neglected cold may be a regretted cold! 
Don’t dally with danger. Act promptly. 
When a cold strikes, drive it out of your 
system with Dominion C.B.Q. Tablets. 
These safe, effective, quick-acting tablets 
get at the cold internally, Ordinarily they 
break it up in a few hours. 


Chocolate-coated . . . easy to take, even 
children like Dominion C.B.Q. Tablets. 
When you buy, get the genuine. Look 
for the traffic cop on the 
little red box. 25¢ at all 
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Edward abdicated because in his 


own opinion his actions rendered 
him unfit to occupy the throne” 


(Copyright) 


conjecture and dispute about the tragedy of Edward 

VIII that I write this letter. I know what a deep 

personal hurt it has been to Canada, because he was 
more in tune with the tempo of Canadian life than with 
that of any other Dominion. 

Yet I think I should set down the facts of this unhappy 
thing, since it was inevitable that, as a Member of Parlia- 
ment and as a journalist, I should see the unfolding of the 
drama from its beginning to its incredible end. 

Let me admit that no man can read another man’s heart, 
and that the ex-King may have retained a secret there that 
no one can read. But so far as a close observer can unravel 
events, this is the truth as it emerges from the smoke screen 
of controversy. 

I refuse to believe, with the sentimentalists, that this is a 
love affair of such depth that even the story of Tristan and 
Isolde loses some of its glamor in comparison. On the lady’s 
part, I have yet to be convinced that love is even an 
important factor. 

We should face the truth. King Edward did not abdicate 
the throne in order to marry Mrs. Simpson. He abdicated 
because, in his own opinion, his actions rendered him unfit 
to occupy the throne of Britain any longer. 

I am not pleading mercy for him. I only am asking for 
understanding. When everyone in London was asking if 
he were mad, if he did not realize the wretched fate of an 
exiled king, he was gazing into the fire, seeing his future 
with honest, unflinching eyes. 

“T have no place to go,” he said to a friend a few hours 
before his departure. ‘‘I shall have little money; nothing 
to do. I shall brush up German and keep myself busy.”’ 

The words might be the innocuous remarks of a business- 
man half humorously contemplating retirement. But the 
bitter self-denunciation of his voice robbed King Edward's 
words of any such suggestion. 

In the early hours of the morning, while the skies were 
still black with night, he stood alone on a destroyer and 
watched the dark coast line of England fading from sight. 
Napoleon on the Bellerophon was a less pathetic figure. 
There were still thousands of Frenchmen who would have 
died for the fallen Emperor. Yet, four hours previously I 
had sat in a theatre where Edward’s farewell broadcast was 
relayed, and not one cheer greeted the last words of the 
former King. 

A little before that, I'was in the House of Commons when 
Colonel Wedgwood, with tears running down his face, 
declared that sometimes he would drink a toast to “the 
King across the water,’’ and the House received it with 
frigid silence. 

"He Ensured His Own Defeat" 

THE IMPLACABLE spirit of Cromwell had risen from 
the grave and entered the soul of a man named Baldwin. 
The challenge of the King was not to the rights of Parlia- 
ment but to the moral standards of the nation, and 
Parliament, as the nation’s spokesman, closed its ranks as 
it did when the threat came from Charles I. There was no 
difference between Socialist, Liberal and Conservative. 
Churchill and one or two others tried to raise the cry of 
personal loyalty to the King, but Parliament turned on 
them with cold anger and declared that loyalty was to the 
Monarchy and toa King who was true, not false, to his own 
throne. 

Beaverbrook and Rothermere misread the portents and 
thought the country would demand the King’s persorfal 
happiness. They declared in their newspapers that we are 


[: IS WITH no desire to revive the torrent of gossip, 


When Beverley Baxter’s article “Why Edward Quit” was 


oo 
ou 


published in 


Maclean’s Magazine for January 15, the newsstands were swept clear of 

copies in a few hours, so intense was interest in the article. Believing that 

Chatelaine’s readers would find this article of compelling interest, we reprint 
this copyright feature with the co-operation of Maclean’s Magazine. 


EDWARD QUIT 


Reprinted from Maclean's Magazine. 


a 


living in changed times. They also believed that at last 
Baldwin would go crashing down against the personal 
popularity of the man who was the idol of the people. They 
could not have been more wrong. At the first cry of a 
“King’s Party” the nation rallied to Baldwin, and whatever 
hope the King had was gone. 

Let me put on record the thought that of the many 
agonies Edward had to endure, nothing hurt him more than 
the attempt to raise the cry of “King against Parliament.” 
Much as he deserves the censure of history, he behaved 
with the sensibility and loyalty of a statesman and a 
gentleman throughout the crisis. His determination to do 
nothing unconstitutional ensured his own defeat, but 
guaranteed Parliamentary stability. 

There was one other factor. For the first time, the 
Dominion Governments were consulted about what wou!'d 
formerly have been a purely domestic business. The people 
of England looked up with certain astonishment, then 
approval. Canada was declaring its attitude toward the 
King’s marriage, as were Australia, New Zealand and South 
Africa. Mr. Baldwin was able to say to the King, ‘“The 
Dominion Governments advise against your suggestion.” 

The machinery of Empire was facing an entirely new 
situation, and working as smoothly as if constitutional 
problems were an annual affair. No wonder that the King 
gazed at the ring of devoted but determined nations over 
which he ruled and decided that the end was near. And, as 





if that were not enough, the Church was making its voice 
felt in no uncertain terms. The Archbishop of Canterbury, 
as head of the Established Church, informed His Majesty 
that he would not permit any of his priests to solemnize 
the marriage. 

Finally, there was the sinister shadow of that most 
unEnglish institution, the King’s Proctor, who has power 
to cancel any decree of divorce during the probation period 
of six months after it has been granted, if he decides there 
has been any collusion or if the applicant has been guilty of 
adultery before the divorce or during the period of 
probation. 


"A Sea of Implacable Friends” 


AGAIN I REPEAT, we must condemn the King for the 
blow he dealt at the true interests of the country, but 
in human fairness did ever one man face such a sea of 
implacable friends? Yet, if he had wished, he could have 
wrested an immense victory from the jaws of defeat. Once 
the bishops and the provincial press forced the issue into 
the open over the ill-advised but self-imposed silence of the 
London press, the King had only to say, “As a man, I desire 
to marry the woman I love. As King, I cannot go against 
the advice of my Ministers here and in the Dominions. 
Therefore I renounce my private happiness for the sake of 
my people.” One needs little imagination to understand 
the wave of emotion which would have swept the Empire, 








Pea 


The pleasing Grosuenor design util- 
izes a motif of the Adam Period. 
The makers of this Community 


Plate suggest Silvo for your silver. 


SILVO 


keeps your 
silver always 
new | 


So gentle, so quick, so easy, 
Silvo encourages you to en- 
joy the daily use of your trea- 
sured silverware. For Silvo 
renews and maintains the 





/MAKE IT in a minute— just like that! In 


| 


glowing lustre—keeps each 


lovely piece radiant always. 
Write us for free sample of yY2 


Silvo 


LIQUID SILVER POLISH 
RECKITTS (Oversea) LIMITED, 1914 Amherst St., Montreal 


Hair 
OFF ie 


I once had uly bh bole on my face ans 
Happy! $2; .cnse eo 
ri tories, ee iquii 

even razors. Nothing was satisfactory. Then I dis- 
covered a simple, painless, inexpensive method. It 
worked! Thousands have won beauty, love, happiness 
with the secret. My FREE Book, “How to Overcome 
Superfluous Hair, 





| 






explains the method and proves | 
actual success. Mailed in plain envelope. Also trial offer. 
No obligation. Write Mile. Annette Lanzette, 93-95 | 
Church Sireet, Dept. C677, _ Toronto, Canada. | 








CORNS COME BACK — 
BIGGER, MORE PAINFUL 


unless removed Root’ and All 





@ Thousands are praising this new, scientific 
Blue-Jay method that ends acorn forever. Blue-Jay, | 
the tiny medicated plaster, stopsthe paininstantly | 
—then in 3 short days the entire corn lifts out 
Root and AIL 

Blue-Jay is easy to use. Held snugly in place by 
Wet-Pruf adhesive. Can’t stick to stockings. 25¢ 
for a package of 6. Get Blue-Jay today. 





*A plug of dead cells root-like in form and position. If 
left may serve as focal point for renewed development. 








MAKE IT IN 


they go, all the ingredients together and out 
they come, a smooth creamy blend—delici- 
ous mayonnaise. 

This way of shaking up a dressing any 
time is one of the modern shortcuts in cook- 
ing. It is a sure-fire method too, so you can 
be certain of success even the first time. 

Put the following ingredients into a pint 
jar, starting with the vinegar or lemon juice 
and ending with the last bit of seasoning. 
Fasten the top, then give the jar a right good 
shaking for two minutes. That’s all. 

Or if you haven’t eaten any of your last 
season’s preserves and every last jar in the 


| house is full, use a bowl and stir everything 


together well. 

Be sure to use sweetened condensed milk 
for this—not evaporated; there’s a difference 
you know, and it is important to have the 
right one. 


Chatelaine’s February 


PEO eye Oe 
Alka-Seltzer ... 5 . 54 
American Can Company Sere eae 
Annette Lanzette . 84 
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Kenneth Macdonald Seeds 


Kleenex 
Knox Gelatine 


A, MINUTE 


There are times when a salad plate is the 
perfect choice for lunch or supper. 


And, in | 


fact, there’s hardly a day when a collection | 
of greens, a fruit or vegetable combination | 
or some other variety of salad is not appro- | 


priate. 


That being the case, the dressing is | 


something to consider, and here is one which 


will often give the final touch of perfection- 


Ingredients 


1¢ Cupful of vinegar or lemon 
juice 
1¢ Cupful of salad oil 
24 Cupful of sweetened 
condensed milk 
1 Egg yolk (unbeaten 
14 Teaspoonful of salt 
1 Teaspoonful of dry mustard 
Dash of cayenne 
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(TRUTH IN ADVERTISING) 





Spanish 
Cream is a 
Canadian 
Favorite 





SPANISH CREAM 
OR MOLDED CUSTARD 
14 package) 





(6 Servings — uses only 
1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine 
3 cups milk 1/, cup sugar, scant 
1/, teaspoonful salt 3 eggs 
1 teaspoonful vanilla 

Pour milk in top of double boiler and 
sprinkle gelatine on top of milk. Place 
over hot water, add sugar and stir until 
dissolved. Pour slowly on yolks of eggs, 
slightly beaten with the salt; return to 
double boiler and cook until thickened 
somewhat, stirring constantly. Remove 
from stove, add flavoring and fold in 
lightly the whites of the eggs, beaten 
until stiff. Turn into one large or indi- 
vidual molds that have been rinsed in 
cold water, and place in refrigerator. 
(This will separate and form a jelly on 
the bottom with custard on top—if you 
do not wish this separation in two layers, 
allow custard to cool somewhat before 
adding the stiffly beaten egg whites.) 
When firm, unmold and serve with 
whipped cream, sliced oranges or any 
fruit or fruit juice. 


KNOX *..; GELATINE 


Thousands of families have told us so 
and Spanish Cream is only one of hun- 
dreds of good recipes that will be sent 
you free if you just write Knox Gelatine, 
Dept. “C”, 140 St. Paul St. W., 
Montreal. 


THE MACLEAN PUBLISH- 
ING COMPANY LIMITED 
481 University Avenue, 
Toronto 2, Canada 


JOHN BAYNE MACLEAN 
Founder and Chairman 


HORACE T. HUNTER 
President 
H. V. TYRRELL 
Vice-president and General 
Manager 


Publishers of: Chatelaine, Maclean's 
Magazine, Canadian Homes and Gar- 
dens, Mayfair, The Financial Post, 
Hardware and Metal, Canadian Paint 
and Varnish Magazine, Sanitary En- 
gineer, Canadian Grocer, Drug Me r- 
chandising, Stylewear Review, Men's 
wear Merchandising, Bookse alle *r and 
Stationer, The General Merchant of 
Canada, Canadian Hotel Review and 
Restaurant, Canadian Machinery and 
Manufac turing News, Modern Power 
and Engineering, Canadian Trade 
Abroad, Canadian Printer and Pub- 
lisher, Canadian Advertising, Can- 
adian Automotive Trade, Bus and 
Truck Transport in Canada. Other 
Services: The Canadian Press Clip- 
ping Service, The Financial Post 
Corporation Service, 
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rs I'M SORRY YOU WERE 

DISAPPOINTED WITH THE WHITENESS 
OF YOUR WASH. BUT IF YOU USE THE 
SOAP | RECOMMENDED I'M SURE 
YOUR CLOTHES WILL 
BE SNOWY 





MILLIONS USE 
RINSO IN TUB, 
WASHER AND DISHPAN 









GRAND DECORATIONS, 
JANE! AND You DID 
MOST OF IT! 
WHAT ARE YOU 
WEARING TONIGHT ? 


1 USUALLY GET 
ALL MY FUN OUT 
OF THIS PART 
OF THE PARTY 










SHE CERTAINLY WAS FRANK! 
BUT I'M GLAD SHE WAS. I'M USING 
LIFEBUOY FROM NOW ON. 

WHAT A GORGEOUS LATHER! 






JANE LOOKS 
WONDERFUL. SHE 
HASNT MISSED A 







DON'T TELL ME 
A MERE SOAP CAN 
MAKE SO MUCH 
DIFFERENCE 






I'M NOT COMING... 






| KNOW THE WASHER YOU SOLD 
ME WORKS WONDERFULLY, 
BUT WHY AREN‘T MY 
CLOTHES WHITER ? 


IT CERTAINLY DOES! 
RINSO GIVES RICH SAFE 
SUDS THAT GET CLOTHES 
40R 5 SHADES WHITER 
AND MUCH BRIGHTER 





































"B.0.’ GONE __ Jane dances every dance! 


YES— SHE'S HAVING THE TIME 
OF HER LIFE. AND SHE OWES IT 
ALL TO THAT LITTLE TALK | HAD 
WITH HER ABOUT LIFEBUOY ! 














BEAUTIFUL GIRL! 
SHE OUGHT TO 
HAVE DOZENS 

OF BEAUX 
























T’S A FACT! Millions of women 
know from actual experience 
that Rinso gets clothes whiter and 
brighter from tub or washing ma- 
chine. The makers of 24 famous 
Canadian washers recommend Rinso. 
And for tub washing, Rinso is every 
bit as marvellous. It gives richer, 
longer-lasting suds— even in hardest 
water. Active suds that soak out dirt 
in as little as 10 minutes — without 
scrubbing or boiling. Yet you can 


SHE WOULD IF SHE 
WERE ONLY A LITTLE 
MORE CAREFUL—YOU 
KNOW, "B.0” BUT WHOS 

TO TELL HER? 


JANE, HOW | ENVY. 

YOU YOUR LOVELY 
COMPLEXION. 

WHAT DO YOU USE? 


rinses away. 









DAZZLING WHITE AND THE COLOURS 
LIKE NEW. NO WONDER WASHER 


I'M ONE OF THE HOME-MAKING 
EXPERTS OF 338 LEADING NEWSPAPERS 
WHO ADVISE WOMEN WITHOUT 
WASHERS TO SOAK THEIR CLOTHES 
SNOWY AND BRIGHT IN RINSO SUDS 


Approt ed by 


| Good Housekeeping Bureau 








AT LAST MY WASHER PROBLEM 
IS SOLVED! MY CLOTHES ARE 










EXPERTS INSIST ON RINSO 










Nancy Rowe 


soak your wash in Rinso suds for an 
hour, overnight—or as long as you 
wish — and be sure that the clothes 
will be absolutely safe. Clothes come 
4 or 5 shades whiter and colours much 
brighter from Rinso’s lively suds, 
Easy on the hands. 

Rinso is grand for dishwashing, 
too. Its thick suds quickly absorb 
grease —get rid of every bit of it 
completely. Tested and approved by 
Good Housekeeping Institute. 


'M NEW HERE. | WONDER 

iF | DARE TAKE A CHANCE. 

1LL RUN ALONG AND HAVE A 
TALK WITH HER 


/ 










ae LIFEBUOY SOAP_ 

ITS THE BEST 

BEAUTY TREATMENT 
| KNOW 


| peer contains a special purifying ingredient not 
present in any other popular totlet soap. This ingredient 

| increases cleansing power, insures a lather mild enough 
for even sensitive baby skin. “Patch” tests on the skins 
of hundreds of women prove Lifebuoy is 20% milder 
than many so-called “beauty soaps” and “baby soaps.” 
Now that we're indoors more. be extra wary of 
“B.O."! Bathe regularly with 
Lifebuoy! The special ingre- 
dient in its abundant lather 
penetrates the pores, keeps us 
safe. Lifebuoy'’s clean scent 
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and how his people would have taken him to their hearts 
as never before. And inevitably a reaction would have set 
in against the Government which might have proved 
embarrassing. 

In assessing Edward’s conduct, we should remember that 
it would have been in his power, any time after the divorce 
decree had been made absolute, to take Mrs. Simpson to a 
registry office, marry her, drive her to Downing Street and 
say to Mr. Baldwin, “This is your new Queen.” Such a 
Jait accompli would have been most difficult to handle. It is 
one thing to get rid of a foot-loose Mrs. Simpson. Quite 
another to depose a Queen. 

Instead, when Baldwin privately pointed out that the 
orgy of American newspaper sensationalism was making 
the situation intolerable, the King told him of his intention 
to marry. Still unofficially, Baldwin said the lady was not 
likely to prove acceptable as Queen. It was then that the 
King blundered hopelessly. He asked for a Bill of Exclusion 
which would permit the marriage on a morganatic basis. 
Baldwin then consulted the Cabinet for the first time, and 
asked for the advice of the Dominion Governments. Of 
course the situation was impossible. The Government 
would have had to go to Parliament and say, ‘““We now 
offer for consideration and debate a Bill to declare Mrs. 
Simpson of the United States of America not a fit person to 
be Queen of England but quite good enough to be the wide 
of the King of England.” The mere enunciation of such 
a policy showed its impracticability. 

By that time the nation was rocking with excitement. 
Mrs. Simpson was smuggled out of the country to France. 
The popular British newspapers published pages of pictures 
and news about her as if out of a hat. Mr. Baldwin was in 
constant touch with the King; while Churchill, backed by 
Beaverbrook and Rothermere, manoeuvred into position 
to form a Government if Baldwin was forced to resign. 


His Advisers “Intellectual Second-Raters” 


IN SUCH a situation, the King had no real friend whose 
advice he could seek. His intimate circle’ unhappily 
consisted of intellectual second-raters—people who put 
social ambition before moral values. For thirty years he 
had been idolized, and now he was witnessing the Times 
and Lord Camrose’s Daily Telegraph declaring he was the 
servant of the State and must obey the will of the State. 

Late one night he called a journalist friend of mine and 
asked him to secure a proof of the Times editorial and read 
it to him. It was a bitter, almost cruel attack on him, 
while Mrs. Simpson was treated with barely disguised 
contempt. When the journalist finished there was a pause. 
“It’s pretty hard, isn’t it?” said the King. 

His world was collapsing at his feet. He stormed with 
anger. Every instinct in him was to fight; to go down 
fighting. But to his eternal credit, he determined to do 
nothing to injure the constitutional cause. 

Rothermere was inflaming the public with posters 
bearing such headings as “Justice or Exile?” Beaverbrook 
was playing up the right to love. People were cheering 
untenanted Buckingham Palace. Colonel Wedgwood, 
M.P., was trying to get other M.P.’s to sign a memorial to 
recognize no other King. Queen Mary’s position was 
dreadful. To all enquiries she simply said, ‘“‘He is King’’. 

The Duke of York was consulted about ascending the 
throne. His attitude was the same as his mother’s. Never 
was a family forced to fight out a human issue in such a 
glare of world publicity. The newspapers refrained from 
any attack on Mrs. Simpson, but feeling was moving 
swiftly against her everywhere. People, rightly or wrongly, 
believed her English divorce was faked; that her husband 
never had deserted her but that the reverse was true; that 
she was freeing herself from an incubus in order to carry out 
her ambition to be Queen; that she had cheapened the 
whole Monarchy by bewitching the King and then making 
him a butt for the foreign press. 

Well-founded rumors began to circulate that skilful 
German diplomats had found Mrs. Simpson and her circle 
a useful medium for propaganda. 


"A Woman in Love With Herself" 


MY OWN feelings are somewhat restrained by an 
acquaintanceship with the Simpsons going back a very 
long time. She is not the type of woman that has ever 
excited me unduly, as her vivacity outpaces her intellectual 
development, and her eagerness to keep things from drag- 
ging is apt to have the reverse effect. But I am convinced 
she did not want to divorce her husband. To be a king’s 
favorite was to be ranked with many great ladies through- 
out history, and to be included in the Court Circular was 
satisfying to the craving for respectability. She would 
have liked the dream to go on forever. But her husband 
could no longer endure the slings and arrows of outrageous 
insult. He is a decent, good-looking, devoted fellow, and he 
had been relegated for many months to the most impossible 
position a man can fill. He could not have divorced his wife 
in England as the King is above the law, but he could have 
tried in America and was being urged to co so. 

It was then that his wife decided it would be better if she 





did the divorcing. The week before the hearing, however, 
husband and wife met in Paris and nearly called it off. 
There were tears and protestations on both sides, but she 
was in the grip of events she could no longer control save by 
a decision of renunciation requiring a greater character 
than she possessed. Had she really loved either King or 


husband, she might have saved herself. But a woman in 
love with herself and drunk with spurious social success 
does not understand the meaning of the word sacrifice. 

With some knowledge of what might happen, I was 
horrified when the London press decided not to publish the 
Simpson divorce. I went personally to Lord Beaverbrook 
and other friends in control of newspapers, and tried to 
point out that in their desire to be fair to the King they 
were being monstrously unfair. How could he judge public 
feeling with a self-muzzled press? My efforts were just 
as unavailing as they were eight months ago when I pleaded 
with one of the editors of Time not to destroy the King, 
who might some day be called upon to save Europe. 

Four things brought Edward down: His unexpected 
weakness of character under the domination of a vital 
woman. Lack of character among the King’s friends. The 
vulgarity of the American press. The silence of the British 
press. 

So we waited for the final decision. Mrs. Simpson 
publicly offered to withdraw, and talked by the hour to the 
King on the telephone. But nothing could save him. He 
determined to go to the end. 


"| Am Not Fit to be King” 


EVEN NOW I find the words I have just written almost 
impossible to believe. To throw away the love of the 
Empire and the belief of a great people for the soiled 
affections of a social climber; to choose the living death of 
an exiled king; to wander from country to country like an 
imported curiosity; to be virtually cut off forever from his 
own native England; to have with him every day a woman 
who would be a constant reminder of his tragic choice! 
Yet I know his abdication was not merely an act of 
infatuation. At the last moment he compared himself to 
his father in whose footsteps he had sworn to walk, and 
realized in a blinding flash that he had cheapened the 
Monarchy and brought it into the realm of controversy. He 
saw the true picture of himself as a king who had shirked his 
daily duties because of his desire for private happiness. 
Perhaps he saw himself in too harsh a light, but he said: 
“T am not fit to be King. My brother is much better than 
1.” He said the words dry-eyed and with calm voice. But 
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Wedgwood (top); Churchill (lower). 





late that night on the telephone he confided to one of his 
friends that his heart was broken, and uttered one of the 
oldest cries of humanity: “FOOL! FOOL! FOOL!” 

Baldwin came to the House next day and announced the 
abdication. He did not make a political speech. He seemed 
to call us about the fireside like members of one family 
and tell us of the tragedy of the eldest son; the son from 
whom we had expected so much. And he asked us all to 
help the other brother who had been called to the Throne 
so gravely injured in prestige. 

Churchill hurried to Belvedere to help Edward prepare 
his broadcast, but there was one fatal sentence in it. The 
King said that if at any time in the future he could serve 
England he would do so. It sounded like a man who had 
deserted from the front line saying he would give a hand in 
the next war. 

Such, in brief, is the tragedy of that great prince and 
unhappy king, Edward of England. 

He was so well worth saving. In his eagerness of spirit 
and warmth of heart, he had so much to give the world. 
His sympathy for the poor was not false, nor his love of old 
comrades of the War. 


History holds no tragedy more wasteful—more pitiful. 
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HOUSEKEEPING 
the Prize Kitchen! 
Play Games at Your Party .. 
in a Casserole 






and casy te make 


Enticing wheels of flaky crust and piquantly seasoned ham— 
topped with a golden cheese sauce and served with buttered 
spinach. There’s a suggestion for dinner tonight that will stir 
the interest of your family! Ham Rolls are kind to your 
budget, too—and a splendid way to use up left-over ham. Be 
sure to clip this recipe— you'll use it again and again. 


HAM ROLLS WITH CHEESE SAUCE 


3 cup milk, or half milk 


2 cups flour 
and half water 


4 teaspoons Magic Baking Powder 

\, teaspoon salt l cup ground cooked ham 

4 tablespoons shortening 2 tablespoons soft butter 
1'4 tablespoons prepared mustard 


Add butter and mustard to ground ham and mix well. Sift together 
flour, baking powder and salt; add shortening and mix in well with 
fork. Add liquid to make soft dough. Turn out on floured board 
and toss lightly until outside looks smooth. Roll out 4 inch thick 
in sheet 12 inches long and 10 inches wide; spread with ham mix- 
ture. Roll up lengthwise like jelly roll and cut into slices 1% inches 
thick. Flatten each slice down to 1 inch thick and place on greased 
pan; bake in hot oven at 475° F. about 14 minutes. Makes 8. 


CHEESE SAUCE 


2 tablespoons butter 
2 tablespoons flour 


1 teaspoon salt 
2 cups milk 
% cup grated cheese 

Melt butter, add flour and salt; stir until well blended. 
Add milk slowly, stirring constantly until thick and 
smooth. Bring to a boil and boil two minutes. 
Add cheese and stir until cheese has melted. 


oe 


oem HAM ROLLS with 
CHEESE SAUCE 


Be sure to use Magic Baking 
Powder, if you want flaky 
texture and delicious flavor 


They'il win you acclaim as an artful 
cook—these novel and tasty Ham 
Rolls. Yet you can make them easily 
and quickly. 

There’s just One important point 
to remember. To get a fine-flavored 
crust that melts in your mouth, your 
baking powder must be Magic. The 
recipe was planned for it. 

With Magic Baking Powder, you 
can be sure of perfect leavening 
power. It’s always dependable. That's 
why Canada’s outstanding cookery 


experts use and recommend Magic. 
They know they can count on supe- 
rior baking results with Magic... 
fine, even texture, delicate flavor and 
easy digestibility. 

And best of all—Magic is not ex- 
pensive. Enough for the average bak- 
ing costs less than 1¢! When the 
best costs so little, why take chances 
with doubtful brands? 


The supplies you need for Ham 
Rolls with Cheese Sauce are being 
featured at your grocer's. 


MADE IN CANADA 


x 








CONTAINS NO 
ALUM—This state- 
ment on every tin 
is your guarantee 
that Magic Baking 
Powder is free 
from alum or any 
harmful ingredient. 


FREE! MAGIC COOK BOOK~—Savory meat dishes, deli- 
cious new cakes, cookies, puddings, pies! Over 300 recipes. 
Valuable cooking helps. Just mail the coupon. 


GILLETT PRODUCTS, Fraser Avenue 
Toronto 2, Ontario, Dept. C-2 
Please send me—free — the famous Magic Cook Book. 


Peeee 


Address 


City Sar: OE Cn 





The plumber 
said to use 
OLD DUTCH 
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smTarmeeo or 


Whatelaine Magazine 


Today and Every Day 


Yes. | know it 
protects porcelain 
and enamel,and 
doesnt clog drains 


Keep Your Bathroom Beautiful 


with Old Dutch 


OLD DUTCH CLEANSER. Dept. 60E, -64 Macaulay Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
I am enclosing. windmill panels from Old Dutch labels (or 

complete labels) and ________¢ for which please send me 

}] 6 Teaspoons () 8 Oval Soup Spoons () 3 Tablespoons 
() $8 Butter Spreaders () 3Iced Drink Spoons () 1 Cold Meat Fork 
) 8 Salad Forks ©) 8 Oyster Forks C) 1 Gravy Ladle 
O 1 Dinner Knife and Fork ©) 1 Butter Knife and 1 Sugar Spoon 
O Round, Pierced Server (This item for 25c and 2 Old Dutch 
labels) O Jelly Server (15c and 1 Old Dutch label) 
You may order any one of these units or a8 many as you like. Re- 
member, each unit requires 50c and 3 windmill panels from Old 
Dutch labels (or complete labels). Offer good only in Canada 
and the United States and expires December 31, 1937. 


Name__ a a ee 
Address ee v s 
City. a 


Old Dutch doesn’t scratch 
It's made with 


SEISMOTITE 


Did you ever notice that when 
your hands have been roughened 
they pick up dirt and stains much 
more quickly? This is exactly what 
happens when you roughen up the 
smooth surfaces of bathtubs, wash- 
bowls and sinks with ordinary harsh 
cleansers. ‘The rough surfaces pick 
up dirt. Stains cling. You have to 
rub and rub... two and three 
times as hard to get them clean. 


Youcan save porcelain and enam- 
el surfaces — save yourself hours of 


hard scrubbing — save your hands 

too by using safe Old Dutch. It’s 

free from harsh, scratchy grit be- 

cause it’s made with Seismotite. 

The flat, flaky particles remove dirt 

with a clean sweep and leave the 

surface smooth and unscratched. 
Don’t put up another day with 

cleansers that oumemeaanieal 

scratch and @S=2 => 

roughen sur- (@QiGmpyeneal 

faces. Use Old 

Dutch and only 

Old Dutch for 

all your house- 

hold cleaning. It 

goes further,costs 

less to use and 

doesn’t scratch. 
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HERE IS beller baking EVERY TIME! 


THE SECRET 


of better baking is 


an Economy secret, too 


T’s a grand satisfaction—to prove 
I in your own baking the finer results 
which this finer flour gives! But you 
should know another important rea- 
son why generations of Canadian 
housewives have preferred Five Roses 
Flour: It’s the most economical! 

In several ways. First, you use less 
than ordinary cake or 
pastry flour. Five Roses 
Flour goes farther and 
gives finer flavour in 
each recipe. 

Next, Five Roses’ 
uniformily guards 
against baking failures. 


The famous Five Roses Cook 
Book sells at 40c. Remit this 
amount by postal note to Lake 
of the Weeds Milling Cem- 
pany Limited, Dept. C-2, 
P.O. Bex 1419, Montreal, Que. 


a 
Agr > 


This uniformity is continually check- 
ed by ‘‘Oven-testing” in Five Roses 
Kitchens. 

And finally, Five Roses is the real 
“all-purpose” flour. Fine pastry, fluffy 
cakes, crisp doughnuts, muffins, bis- 
cuits, and bread—all achieve their 
tempting perfection with Five Roses. 

Use Five Roses 
Flour in your next 
baking! Try it out 
in the Twin Recipes 
...or some other fav- 
ouriterecipe fromthe 
FiveRosesCook Book 
offered on this page. 


and for 


Every Type 


One Fine Flour — 


FIVE ROSES 


WINTER SHORTCAKES 


2 cups sifted Five Roses Flour 
4 teaspoons baking powder 
2 teaspoon salt 

6 tablespoons butter or shortening 

“3 cup (about) milk. Soft butter 

Cranberry-pineapple filling 
>ift flour with baking powder and salt. Cut 
in measured butter or shortening finely 
Gradually mix in milk to form a soft dough 
Turn on slightly-loured board or canvas 
knead with fingertips for 10 seconds. Roll 
1/3 inch thick; shape with floured large 
round cutter. Put together in pairs, with soft 
butter between. Bake on greased pan in 
hot oven, 425°. Split and butter while hot 
and put together with cranberry mixture 
between and over top; whipped cream 
jarnish. 


For Cranberry-pineapple Filling: Put | 
pound washed cranberries and seeded 
pulp and outer rind of | large orange 
through food chopper. Add 2 cups granu 
lated sugar and 1'/2 cups pineapple dice 
let stand in warm place until sugar has 
dissolved and flavors blended 


Day after day the consistently uniform quality 


of Five Roses Flour is “Oven-tested” 


in our 


WHAT OVEN-TESTING MEANS % 


own Kitchens... 


your baking successes 
determined in advancel 


of Baking 


CHERICOT CAKE 


Apricot-cherry mixture (see below) 
2 cups sifted Five Roses Flour 
3 teaspoons baking powder 
V/2 teaspoon salt 
l teaspoon ground ginger 
6 tablespoons butter legg 
25 cup fine granulated sugar 
%, cup syrup from canned apricots 
For Apricot-cherry Mixture: Melt 3 table 
ons butter in an 8-inch square pan. Add 
' 2 Cup go'den corn syrur t wn sugor, 
Place drained canned apr ! halves 
(rounded -side-down) and maraschino 
herries in pon. Finely-minced candied 
ginger (3 tablespoons), lemon juice and 
slivered toasted almonds may be added. 


Measure flour and sift 3 times with baking 
powder, sa!t and ginger. Cream butterand 
gradually blend in sugar. Bea! egg light 
andadd, combining well. Mixin dryingrede 
ients alternately with apricot syrup, com- 
bining after each addition » Serene over 
apricots in pan Boke ir »derate oven, 
3 Turn upside-down on large plate 
and serve hot, with cream or sauce. 


ce 


Ly 
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VE ROSES FLOUR 


“THE ALL-PURPOSE FLOUR’“’ 





